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	1. Chapter 1: Nightmare

Haha I didn't originally plan on making this into a proper fanfic but I think I'll give it a shot!  
>This is my first ever fanfic so please go easy on me XD<p>

* * *

><p>"<em>Move faster!"<em>

The opposing team blocks yet another spike.

"_Jump higher!"_

The spiker is barely able to hit the ball over the net.

"_Match my tosses if you want to win!"_

The ball is tossed up once again, released smoothly out of the setter's fingertips at a speed that was maybe, just a little too fast.

_THUNK_

This time, no one is there to hit the ball.

There is a wall.

A large wall that blocks the view from beyond the net and now, a new wall that separates the setter from the rest of his team.

What use is a valuable team member when he is no longer a part of his team?

No one is there beside him.

No one to keep the ball from hitting the ground.

No one there to give him a reason to remain on court.

_NO ONE._

* * *

><p>Kageyama woke up with a large headache and a horrible feeling in the pit of his stomach. He pulled himself into a sitting position and sighed. It felt like he was on the verge of vomiting out last night's curry. It wasn't as though he hadn't had that nightmare before, in fact he had it many times after he lost his last tournament and was traumatized by the experience.<p>

But this time it was different. Or should've been at least.

He had been playing volleyball at his new school Karasuno for a while now and was already well underway with preparing for the tournament that was coming up soon. He had made new teammates and maybe he'd even go as far as to call them friends.

The nightmares had stopped long ago.

So why? Why were they beginning to crop up again?

Kageyama thought that he had already put his complete faith in his team, so why was he still feeling so anxious? Maybe some part of him still couldn't just trust so easily?

Kageyama buried his head in his arms. He felt like crap.

His arms felt disgusting.

His legs felt disgusting.

His eyes, ears, mouth…

Everything was DISGUSTING.

"How despicable…" he mumbled as he covered his head with his arms in an attempt to shield himself from the morning light that was beginning to seep in through the closed curtains.

* * *

><p>His eyes barely open, Kageyama slowly trudged on his way to school. Everything was relatively normal, the usual route, and the usual bustle of students each chattering and walking to their respective schools.<p>

But Kageyama was lacking his usual energy, with shoulders slumped, messy bed hair and hands stuffed casually inside the pockets of his wrinkled trousers. Anyone could tell from afar that it wasn't a particularly good day for him.

As Kageyama approached the gym in which his daily volleyball training would be held, he heard a faint sound from behind him. He brushed it off as something minor.

But soon enough, the sound got louder and Kageyama realised that the sound was the noise created by footsteps. Fast and frantic ones.

Kageyama whipped his head around and sure enough, the usual orange haired boy was there sprinting toward him at an alarming speed.

Kageyama's weariness disappeared in an instant and he took off in a sprint, racing against the boy who was close behind him with the volleyball gym as the goal. But despite being fully awake, his body still didn't work the way he wanted it to and so he was quickly overtaken.

When at last Kageyama reached the gym entrance, he collapsed beside the smaller boy beside him and felt even more out of breath than usual. The shorter one immediately jumped up however, as soon as Kageyama's back hit the ground.

"I won with a pretty big lead this time."

Kageyama sat up to face Hinata who was looking at him kind of weirdly.

"Shut up you dumbass!" Kageyama retorted. "Don't get cocky just because you won this one time!" Kageyama pulled himself up and patted the dust off himself.

"No! That's not what I meant!" Hinata yelled. "I meant like you look pretty bad today…"

"Hah!?"

Realising how what he had just said could be easily misunderstood, Hinata panicked and attempted to explain himself.

"Wait! No! I didn't me—"

"Yo!"

The orange haired boy was abruptly cut off by his bald senpai which in turn, ended the conversation.

* * *

><p>Morning practice was as per usual, the same drills and exercises were carried out over and over again, with maybe one or two games chucked in between. It may have sounded like a total pain in the ass to some people, but to Kageyama, it was what he lived for.<p>

Volleyball day and night, the cycle repeated countless times. It gave him a sense of peace and belonging among his teammates, not to mention that he loved the sport and had been playing it for as long as he could remember.

But what made him the most excited was of course, when he tossed one of those god-like tosses to the little ball of energy and watching him spike the ball hard into the opposite side of the court.

"Nice kill!" Kageyama yelled. Volleyball was about one of the few things Kageyama believed in which he and Hinata could get along quite well in. And although Hinata still sucked in all other areas of volleyball besides spiking, Kageyama didn't mind. Although he would always throw a nasty comment or insult here and there, but ultimately they were all for Hinata's own good.

"Yosha!" Hinata exclaimed in return to Kageyama's previous compliment. The fiery head turned toward the coal black one and beamed. After all, it wasn't just Kageyama who loved partaking in that godly toss and spike. Kageyama felt the corners of his mouth curl up a little.

But the smile from his little teammate was quickly replaced with a much darker expression. Hinata stared at his palm which was slightly red from the impact between his hand and the ball when he spiked it. He tilted his head to the side and had a puzzled look on his face.

Kageyama however, had already turned around and begun talking to Sugawara about volleyball strategies and so, did not see the uneasiness that the smaller boy was feeling.

The rest of morning training continued without any more hitches and ended with a simple "osu!" from all the team members before departing to their respective classes.

Kageyama felt so tired. With the presence of volleyball gone, he felt as though all his energy had been sapped away. He slowly made his way toward his classroom and decided he would just sleep through class. He didn't need anything aside from volleyball anyway. His thoughts drifted back to the nightmare that he had last night.

But before Kageyama could even gather his thoughts, Hinata ambushed him from behind.

"OI!" Hinata shouted while he jumped onto Kageyama's back. "What's wrong with you today?"

Completely weirded out by Hinata's actions, Kageyama immediately whirled around, sending Hinata flying off his back. Of course the little orange haired boy found it an easy feat to land upright and continued his confront with Kageyama.

"You were so out of it today!" Hinata accused. "The others didn't seem to notice but it was obvious that you're already pissed off face looked even more pissed off today!" Right after throwing the insult, Hinata bounced a few meters back, bracing for impact.

Kageyama was indeed irked by what the orange haired idiot had just said, but he just couldn't be bothered doing anything about it. "Nothing's wrong dumbass…" he mumbled before resuming his walk to the classroom.

Hinata blinked. Kageyama mumbling? And to an insult? Well this was certainly something unusual…

"What?" Hinata mused, "Are you finally starting to respect me, who is (technically) your senpai?"

Still no response.

"Wahahaha! Scared of me n-!"

"SHUT UP!" Kageyama snarled.

Hinata winced, preparing for some sort of physical attack to befall him. But there was none. Hinata looked up only to see Kageyama's back disappearing into the distance.

* * *

><p><strong>Authors Note: <strong>It would really help if you could just take a moment to write a review XD I really do want to continue this after all… Thanks for reading and I hope you'll be back for more!


	2. Chapter 2: Darkness

_YAY! Chapter 2! Im so happy that i actually managed to continue this XD I really hope that i can continue to write this :333_

* * *

><p>"<em>There's no way we can hit a toss that fast!"<em>

He grits his teeth.

"_Sorry, but we can't take your egotistical tosses anymore!"_

He clenches his fists.

"_Wow, I heard that his nickname was the KING of the COURT."_

Shut up…

"_Really? But isn't that pretty cool?"_

Shut up. Go away…

"_No, he was given that nickname because he acts like a dictator on court."_

I SAID LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE!

"_Kageyama, sorry but you're off the court."_

* * *

><p>CLATTER<p>

Kageyama stood up abruptly, interrupting the history class that he was supposed to be listening to. Everyone was staring at him and whispering to each other. He felt sweat gather in his palms.

"Kageyama? What's wrong?" The teacher asked.

Kageyama had thought that his fatigue would wear off if he slept through class. Unfortunately, sleep only brought that same nightmare back to him and made him feel worse. Still in thought, Kageyama didn't answer the teacher's question.

"Kageyama?" The teacher asked again.

This time Kageyama snapped out of it but that didn't get rid of his horrible feeling.

"C-can I please go to the infirmary? I'm not feeling very well…"

The teacher seemed to ponder over the request for a moment before replying.

"Well, you do seem rather sick. Ok, you can head down to see the nurse."

Kageyama bowed ever so slightly before he dragged himself out of the classroom and down to the infirmary.

"Excuse me…" he muttered under his breath as he walked in. Kageyama noticed that the school doctor wasn't around so he helped himself to one of the few infirmary beds available. The bed wasn't particularly comfortable, but it was at least better than trying to sleep on his chair and desk. He hated it when he woke up with a stiff neck.

Kageyama slipped his indoor shoes off and carefully lined them up beside the bed before he flopped down on it, creating a loud creak that no one heard. Luckily enough, the infirmary was empty so Kageyama didn't have to worry about the loud chattering that always seemed to get worse every time he walked into a room.

Kageyama threw the blankets over himself and closed his eyes.

* * *

><p>Hinata was itching in his seat, restlessly waiting for lunch to arrive. He had been staring at the clock for the past hour already but despite his efforts, time wasn't moving any faster for him. In fact, it seemed to be moving slower if anything.<p>

At last the familiar chime of the school bell sounded through the building in which Hinata zipped out of his seat and out the classroom before the teacher was even able to dismiss the class.

"Yo! Kageyama! Let's practice, practice!" Hinata whined and at the same time, he flung open Kageyama's classroom door. Hinata loved practicing volleyball with Kageyama, but that wasn't the reason why he was even more fired up today.

Hinata was definitely going to get Kageyama to talk about why he was acting so weirdly earlier in the morning. Because it bothered him. A lot. And Hinata hated it when he had something bothering him aside from volleyball.

The loud discussions in the classroom immediately died down and everyone stared at Hinata. He scanned the room before realising that Kageyama wasn't there.

"Hey where's Kageyama?" He asked. The question wasn't directed at anyone in particular, Hinata was more asking the whole classroom.

"He's in the infirmary," one of the guys answered.

"Infirmary?"

"Yeah. Actually it's pretty rare to see him feeling sick," a girl said. "I mean we know he sleeps in class but has he actually ever been sick?"

Worried, Hinata spoke a quick "Thanks!" and bowed quickly before once again rushing out the classroom.

* * *

><p>Kageyama was clearly not having a good nap. He was thrashing around and the school doctor who had only just come back from her lunch break, was starting to get anxious. No matter how hard she tried to get close to him, he would unconsciously slap her hand away.<p>

"OOOOOIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII KAGEYAMA!" Hinata yelled as he threw open the infirmary door. "Volleyball! VO-LL-EY-BA-LL!"

The school doctor, flustered, tried to get Hinata to shut up, but to no avail. Hinata ignored her completely and walked right up to Kageyama.

"Hurry up and wake up! Stop acting all sick you dumbass!"

Kageyama's eyes flicked open as soon as the statement left the smaller one's lips. He grabbed Hinata's collar and yanked him down toward the bed. The school doctor gasped as skin met skin.

"OUCH!" Hinata cried. "What was that for!?" On his forehead, a bruise was beginning to form.

"You're too loud you idiot…" Kageyama muttered, straightening himself. He massaged the area on his head in which he had just used to head-butt Hinata with.

Yawning his drowsiness off, Kageyama immediately went to verbally abuse Hinata. But rather than being scared, Hinata was just glad that Kageyama seemed to back to normal. Because of this, he couldn't help but have a stupid grin on his face which only increased the verbal abuse he received.

The school doctor sighed in relief.

"You two are awfully close aren't you?" she said.

"No we're not!" they both said in unison.

The school doctor laughed before she sarcastically said "Of course."

The two boys left the infirmary with Kageyama still yelling at Hinata and Hinata still grinning like an idiot.

* * *

><p>The rest of the day went by quickly and now it was afterschool already. Hinata and Kageyama had their daily afterschool volleyball training and were now heading home.<p>

"So what were you dreaming about?" Hinata finally felt as though it was safe to bring up the topic again, seeing as Kageyama was fine now.

"…Nothing."

"What was with that pause right now?"

"I said it was nothing!"

Hinata flinched. Maybe it wasn't such a good idea to talk about it. He thought it might've been fine but he couldn't've been more wrong. But why was it bothering Kageyama so much? Hinata thought. Was it really that big of a thing that he wasn't even able to talk about it? Kageyama usually gave some sort of hint to what was wrong, but this time he refused to say anything. Unless maybe… It was something that wasn't related to volleyball?

"Hey what's bothering you so much?" Hinata asked again. "I can help you with other problems too besides volleyball! Like maybe uh…"

Hinata tried to think of some other issue that Kageyama could possibly have besides volleyball, as bizarre as that may have seemed.

"Like I could help you with your love life I suppose?"

Kageyama shot a menacing glare.

"W-what! Y-you wanna fight?" Hinata switched to a (very poorly practiced) fighting position.

"It's none of your business." Kageyama grumbled before turning away.

He couldn't quite put his finger on it. He really didn't know why. He had never felt like this before with anybody else, but that statement that Kageyama just said to Hinata, really made Hinata's face heat up.

The orange haired boy stopped in his tracks. Kageyama walked a little further before stopping and turning around to face him.

"What are you doing you dumbass!"

Hinata gripped his jacket.

"Hurry up!" Kageyama yelled.

And then Hinata lost it.

"SHUT UP!" He screamed.

Kageyama was shocked by Hinata's sudden outburst. He had never heard Hinata yell like this before, nor did he think he had the ability to. But Hinata didn't stop there.

"What's your problem? I'm only trying to help you and yet you just completely ignore me!"

"Wai—what?" Kageyama said in confusion.

"I only want to make it so that you don't have to worry about anything! Why can't you at least let me listen to you complain?"

"Huh!?"

"What do you mean it isn't MY business? You're MY setter! Of course YOUR problems are MY business!"

Hinata panted, out of breath from shouting so much.

"Oi Hina-" Kageyama reached out to grab Hinata's arm.

"Screw you!" Hinata yelled, running off before Kageyama's outstretched arm could reach him.

Kageyama was left alone in the dark. The only streetlamp beside him began to flicker. Kageyama slowly lowered his arm. He slumped onto the lamp pole.

"So you're going to leave me too…?" he whispered to no one as the light above him was snuffed out.

* * *

><p><strong>Authors Note: <strong>Loved writing the infirmary scene bit. The school doctor knows whats up XD

As usual, reviews are very much appreciated.

Thanks guys! Look forward to chapter 3~~~


	3. Chapter 3: Gone

His chest hurt.

His chest hurt a lot.

He didn't think that this kind of feeling even existed.

His whole body felt as though it was on fire.

He couldn't calm down at all.

He had shouted enough for a lifetime.

It was so uncomfortable and Hinata hated it.

* * *

><p>Hinata flew into his house through the front door, popped off his shoes and clambered up the stairs without even bothering to say "I'm home". He flung open his bedroom door and slammed it shut, clicking the lock to prevent any nosy parent or sister from barging in. He jumped onto his bed and landed face-first into the soft duvet.<p>

Hinata recalled the incident that had occurred just before he had run off.

He had yelled at Kageyama. And it wasn't the same as the typical fight or argument. That was the loudest Hinata had ever shouted or, at least that was certainly what it felt like. He had suddenly gotten all riled up and he didn't know why.

And that was the problem. He didn't know WHY.

Why was it that Kageyama had acted like that? Why was it that Hinata had acted like this?

Why? _WHY?_

All he remembered was a tight feeling in his chest that made him feel like he was suffocating. It was as though something had jammed in his throat, as though someone had just lit a fire in him. And it was fire fuelled with rage and not passion. No matter how hard he had tried to calm himself down, it hadn't worked. And as soon as Kageyama had said that line, he just couldn't control himself anymore.

That one line.

That single, seemingly meaningless line, had set him right off.

It was a line that seemed very 'Kageyama like' and Hinata should've been used to those by now. Yet he still reacted in a way he didn't even understand himself.

Hinata wriggled under the blankets, hoping that sleep would rid him of this bothersome feeling. But his thoughts refused to let him sleep. They tormented him continuously, that scene replaying endlessly through his mind, that one line stuck on replay.

"_It's none of your business."_

Kageyama had avoided eye contact. Turning away to face something, anything, as long as it wasn't Hinata.

"_It's none of your business."_

Kageyama had cut off the conversation abruptly and had tried to avoid the subject entirely.

"_It's none of your business."_

Hinata curled up into a ball beneath his duvet and tried to cover his ears with his small hands.

"Stop… stop please…" he murmured painfully until his own weariness drove him into a dreamless sleep.

* * *

><p>The next day, Kageyama felt completely and utterly empty. He felt hollow. Like whatever made up his measly existence in the world had suddenly disappeared. Vanished without a trace. It took almost all his energy just to force himself to get out of bed, so how was he even going to last the entire school day?<p>

But regardless of this fact, he told himself he still had to go, still had to return to volleyball. So he went through his daily morning preparation for school, a little more sluggishly than usual. He marked off his own lack of strength simply as a result of overtraining.

Kageyama managed to rush (not so quickly) to school early enough so that he wasn't all too late for morning volleyball practice. Although he was only just a little bit late, because he always arrived early, being late was something short of a miracle to his fellow volleyball players.

He was met with a few questioning comments from Sugawara and Daichi like "I didn't know you would ever be late for volleyball practice!" or "are you ok?" Tanaka had even changed from his normal 'delinquent-like' manner into a more concerned 'you're acting fucking retarded' sort of personality. Well arguably he was still acting like a delinquent. Nishinoya had laughed about how he shouldn't sweat about things that were related to volleyball because he had his back while Asahi, being the usual worrywart he was, started fretting about whether or not Kageyama was really fine. Tsukishima still didn't care very much for him and ignored the commotion. Yamaguchi tried to follow Tsukishima's example but it was clear to see that he was also worrying.

Mainly because of the overwhelming barrage of questions from his senpais but also because he hadn't anticipated this at all, Kageyama didn't quite know how to react. So he only mumbled a quick "osu" before shuffling onto the court to complete his own training.

The concerns of his team members gave Kageyama a bit of his strength back and he felt a bit fuzzy and warm inside. But it all fell to bits when he realised that the he couldn't feel the presence of the bubbly, orange haired shorty anywhere in the gym.

For the first time ever, Hinata hadn't shown up to volleyball practice.

* * *

><p>Hinata was already in his classroom, waiting for class to start. He twiddled and spun the mechanical pencil in his hand and sighed with boredom. He realised that not playing volleyball made him extremely restless.<p>

Hinata felt a bit like he had betrayed Karasuno by skipping out on volleyball training that morning. Sure he had already called in early saying that he felt too sick to play volleyball, but that didn't stop his guilt from rising up from the pit of his stomach. It didn't help when his team mates gathered round bombarding him with questions of worry, slightly more intense than the ones Kageyama would be getting later.

At least he hadn't seen Kageyama there. That was a huge relief.

Then he froze.

The sudden rigid freezing action made his pencil fly out of his hand and hit the poor student who was sitting beside Hinata.

Why was he relieved by the fact that he hadn't seen Kageyama?

Sure Kageyama scared the hell out of him, even more so when he got really angry. Like that one time where he had served into the back of Kageyama's head. Hinata shivered at the memories.

But despite Kageyama being a living horror in Hinata's life, he was also his mentor and guide. Although he was harsh and acted like an asshole a lot (almost all) of the time, it didn't change the fact that Hinata usually looked forward to being able to play volleyball by his side.

So what was this relieved feeling he had from being far away from the team mate he so enjoyed being with? This feeling that made his shoulders relax and his back slump?

Hinata didn't get it. He was so confused.

He was supposed to look forward to playing volleyball all the time, so much that he would show up to trainings even if it killed him. Yet Kageyama, just the _thought_ that he would be there too, caused his enthusiasm to wither immediately.

It must've been what happened last night, Hinata thought to himself. It must be because he yelled like that.

Hinata felt his guilt beginning to rise again. Maybe he shouldn't've done that to Kageyama. Maybe he was in the wrong. Maybe he should go and apologize.

But although his conscience was telling him all these things, its voice seemed to drowned out by another part of him that screamed "Don't do it!" and "He deserved it!" or "Why should you say sorry when he was the one in the wrong?"

Hinata's inner conflict made his brows furrow and he clenched his fists. But soon enough, the larger part of his mind won the fight against his conscience and he settled back comfortably into his seat.

* * *

><p>Afterschool volleyball practice soon came and the whole Karasuno team were busying themselves with their training. To an outsider, they appeared to be their normal determined selves. But to anyone within the team, there was a definite rigid and tense atmosphere in the gym.<p>

Hinata still hadn't shown up to practice.

Kageyama clicked his teeth in annoyance and threw the ball high up into the air, preparing himself for a jump serve. His palm slammed hard into the ball, sending the ball sailing past the net, past the edge of the court and almost hit Coach Ukai right in the face.

"Oi!" Ukai-sensei growled. "What's wrong today!?"

Kageyama clicked his teeth again. He had been feeling on edge ever since morning practice when Hinata hadn't shown up. And now he hadn't shown up for afterschool practice either. Kageyama didn't even see him around school.

The rest of Karasuno were also a little awkward playing without a loud voice yelling around in the gym. Everything just felt too quiet with only the sound of the slapping of volleyballs and the squeaking of indoor shoes to be heard.

But no one took it as hard as Kageyama.

He hadn't been able to make even just one successful jump serve that day. His tosses were almost always off, resulting in a large number of combination misses.

It was as though he had reverted back into his junior high self, minus the arrogant attitude. His tosses had become clumsy and inconsistent, sometimes much too fast or slow, sometimes too high or too low. He had even tossed the ball into Tsukishima's face by accident, resulting in Tsukishima being showered in a torrent of apologies from Kageyama.

And Kageyama never apologized to Tsukishima. Never.

Eventually, the captain told him to retire early and go home and get a good night's sleep. Kageyama didn't argue and did as he was told. The rest of the team watched him bow and walk out of the gym, their faces plastered with anxiety.

Kageyama opened the door to the clubroom and sat down on the floor beside his school bag. He flung his towel over his face, hiding everything on his face except for his mouth. He grinned painfully, his slow breath echoing off the cold walls.

"Hinata," he whispered in a coarse voice, his sweat running down his cheek and off his chin.

"Where are you?"

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note: <strong>GOD NO WHAT AM I DOING

I NEVER EXPECTED IT TO TURN OUT LIKE THIS

On a different not please review~~~

It's much appreciated XD


	4. Chapter 4: Forgotten

Monday: Hinata wasn't there.

Tuesday: Hinata had appeared for a short moment before Kageyama arrived and had left almost immediately.

Wednesday: Hinata had called Nishinoya that he wouldn't be able to come.

Thursday: Everyone in the team aside from Kageyama who didn't own a cell phone, received a text from Hinata once again mentioning that he wouldn't be at training.

Friday…

* * *

><p>A week had passed with Hinata missing from every single volleyball practice. Everyone was beginning to get anxious and no one could concentrate. It wasn't as though he had completely disappeared or anything, in fact most of the team saw him around the school. Some said that he looked quite happy and seemed absolutely fine but for the most part, he appeared to be very distressed as though something had been bothering him constantly.<p>

On Thursday, when Tanaka saw Hinata eating lunch by himself on a bench in a secluded area behind the school, he noticed straight away that things weren't right. And Tanaka himself already knew that he wasn't the kind of person that picked up on these kinds of things easily.

Tanaka described Hinata looking as though he hadn't eaten or slept in days. He had huge bags under his eyes which were also red and swollen plus it looked like he had lost some weight. According to Tanaka, Hinata had appeared even smaller than before, if that was even possible.

The whole team surrounded the bald-headed second year, trying to get as close as possible so as not to miss any possibly important details. Even Tsukishima had joined the circle, displaying his slight concern for the 'annoying shrimp'. Only Kageyama sat far away, almost on the other end of the gym. But even though he was so distant from Tanaka, he could still clearly hear what he was saying as his bald headed senpai's voice was naturally loud, not to mention everyone else was completely silent.

Tanaka continued talking.

"I tried calling out to him," Tanaka said. "But no matter how much I yelled, Hinata hadn't reacted at all." Tanaka clenched his fist. "So I thought maybe he couldn't hear me so I ran up to him." Tanaka's voice grew louder. "Maybe it was because he was looking down. Maybe it was because I was too far away. But I don't know how I hadn't noticed." Tanaka was close to shouting now. "When I got closer I realised that he was crying. HE WAS FUCKING CRYING!" Tanaka started trembling and his voice started choking up. He was beginning to lose control over the words that were spilling out of his mouth. "And the worst thing was, as soon as he saw me, he looked as though seeing me scared him shitless and he ran off!"

Tanaka banged his fist on the wall, the sound echoing of the walls of the gym.

After hearing what Tanaka had to say, no one made any comments of amazement, concern or anything. Tsukishima hadn't even made a snarky comment. Everyone had gone into a state of silent shock, this was Hinata they were talking about after all.

Hinata crying? That ball of energy with his smile that could probably blind you was…crying? It made no sense. The only time Kageyama had ever seen Hinata cry was when he had thrashed the smaller boy's team in his first ever tournament. But that was a special situation. That was that and this was this. Hinata crying was about as rare as the sun freezing over.

And that was pretty rare.

* * *

><p>This time it was Kageyama who was confused. Hinata, the one who loved volleyball as much as him, maybe even more, hadn't shown up to volleyball training. And for an entire week even. Then there was the fact that he had been crying.<p>

Judging from what Tanaka had said, it seemed as though Hinata had cried quite a lot over the past week. The image of tears streaming down the face of the typically bright-faced boy made the whole world feel duller.

Kageyama's felt immense frustration. More accurately, Kageyama was panicking. What was the idiot doing? Why wasn't he coming to the trainings? Why was he crying? Why hadn't he come to him for help?

Was it because of the fight that they had? Was it because Hinata had gotten angry all at once? Was it his fault that Hinata was like this?

"Captain!" Kageyama yelled across the gym, breaking the eerie silence.

Startled, Daichi replied with a simple "W-what is it?"

"May I please be excused from the rest of todays practice?"

For the second time that day, everyone was struck by shock. Although Kageyama was indeed completing his training the least efficiently out of the entire rest of the team, they still didn't think it would be so bad that he would want to stop training.

"N-not you too Kageyama!" Tanaka shouted in disbelief.

Picking up on the situation, Kageyama immediately reassured his senpais that he would definitely be coming back on Monday. He promised that he wouldn't end up like Hinata. After a lengthy speech from Kageyama persuading his teammates that he wouldn't ditch practice, Kageyama finally left the gym.

* * *

><p>"Hmm…" Kageyama murmured as he roamed around the bike racks.<p>

He spotted it almost immediately: Hinata's bike. It had his name etched in a scratchy mess on the old but sturdy framework and there were little doodles all over it too, probably from when he was younger Kageyama presumed.

That meant that at the very least, Hinata was still at school.

Kageyama took off in a sprint hoping that he would catch Hinata before he left.

He ran for Hinata's classroom, 1-C, knocking a few students over and grumbling a few apologies on the way. As he approached the room he yelled "Hinata! Get your ass out here!"

Because it was afterschool and most people were either currently partaking in their club activities or had already gone home, there weren't many people in the hallway.

But the few students that were walking around, stared at Kageyama as though he had gone completely and utterly insane while the person in question paid no heed and continued on his way.

Kageyama slid the door open so violently, he swore he felt it come off its wheels a bit. The classroom was empty aside from a few of Hinata's classmates that Kageyama knew he hung out with.

Kageyama stared blankly into the room. If Hinata wasn't in his classroom then where else could he be?

"Hey you guys!" He tried to say in his most polite voice. Unfortunately it sounded more like he was ready to blow a fuse at any second and so the other students were too scared to reply.

"Do you know where Hinata is?" Kageyama asked, trying to calm himself down.

"U-um…" one of the boys stammered. "He just l-left the classroom b-but we don't know where he w-went."

Kageyama slammed his fist against the wall, causing the poor boys to yelp in fright.

"Dammit!" he grumbled before exiting the classroom, shutting the door behind him.

Kageyama leaned against the wall right outside and sighed. Where could Hinata be? Where did Hinata like to go? For once in his entire life, he wished he knew more about another person.

Inside the classroom, Hinata's classmates began talking again.

"God, that scared me!" Classmate A said.

"I know right! What's his problem?" Classmate B said.

Well sorry for being scary Kageyama thought to himself. He wasn't eavesdropping, he just happened to be outside and they happened to be talking loudly. That was all it was he reassured himself.

"Hey Hinata! All clear! You can come out from the broom cupboard now!" Classmate C said.

Kageyama flinched.

"It's amazing that you can even fit in there," Classmate B laughed. The other classmates started laughing.

"Shut up!" An all too familiar shouted from inside the classroom.

It was Hinata's voice, loud and clear.

"Wow… I can totally get why you would want to stay away from Kageyama," classmate D said. "He scares the shit out of people I swear." Another chorus of laughter seeps through the thin walls.

Hinata was trying to stay away from him? Kageyama thought. He was being avoided?

"But is it ok to keep skipping volleyball practice like this?" Classmate A asked in a more serious tone.

"Eh?" Hinata answered.

"Yeah, isn't there a tournament coming up soon?" Classmate D added.

"Ehehehe…" Hinata laughed nervously. "Well I really just can't see Kageyama right now I suppose."

What was Hinata going on about? Did he really hate playing with him that much? Was his presence that discomforting?

"I suppose…" Hinata continued. "That I just can't play volleyball with Kageyama anymore."

And that dealt the final blow.

Kageyama clenched his teeth and he ran off again with nobody even realising that he was there.

* * *

><p>Monday came round again and as usual, the volleyball team was having their morning training in the gym.<p>

Almost everyone had arrived already but once again, not many people could concentrate because Hinata STILL hadn't shown up.

Suddenly the door to the gym clattered open.

"Yo!"

There, standing bright faced with his usual energy back,

Was Hinata.

Everyone crowded around him, showering him with questions about his health and comments about the fact that they were glad to have him back.

Hinata still had small eye bags, but the swelling and redness had gone down and he seemed to be looking healthier.

The entire team was glad to see him back (even Tsukishima was a little happy), all except Kageyama.

Due to the sudden occurrence of their bubbly kouhai's return, everyone seemed to have forgotten that that day,

Kageyama had called in sick.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note: <strong>God I love Tanaka XD  
>He always struck me as the senpai who acted like a delinquent but is actually extremely caring TTvTT<br>Please leave a review guys I would really appreciate it  
>See you guys next chapter~~~<p> 


	5. Chapter 5: Unnecessary

"Yo!"

Hinata stood in the doorway to the gym, grinning with a smile as bright as the sun.

Everyone stood still for about two seconds before they all bombarded Hinata with hugs and laughter. The gym was quickly filled with excitement. Even Coach Ukai, Takeda-sensei and Kiyoko were smiling quietly in the corner.

"Oh! You're back Shouyou!" Nishinoya slapped Hinata on the back. "We were all worried ya know!" "I'm glad to see you're ok Hinata!" Sugawara smiled.  
>"You're not hurt right? No sicknesses? Injuries?" Asahi said frantically, being the worrywart he was.<p>

"Haha!" Hinata laughed. "I'm fine I'm fine!" Hinata flashed another enormous smile.

"Don't disappear without saying anything shrimp," Tsukishima mumbled, before quickly walking off. The rest of the team stared at him in disbelief.

"I guess even you're nice at times aren't you Tsukishima?" Daichi mused. The whole gym erupted into laughter. Tsukishima blushed slightly and quickened his pace.

"We're so glad to have you back!" Tanaka cried, tears of joy streaming down his face. "Everyone was so worried ya know! I'm so happy that you're ok!" Tanaka couldn't say anything more, he was crying too hard and his voice stopped working.

"I'm sorry…" Hinata murmured.

He jumped back a few meters from the crowd then turned to face everyone.

"I am very sorry for my behaviour over the past week!" Hinata bowed deeply.

"It's ok," Tanaka sniffled, wiping away his tears. "But!" he yelled, beginning to regain his original vigour, "you better make it up by training lots before the tournament! Especially with Ka—"

And then he realised.

"Tanaka?" Sugawara asked.

"Hey everyone…" Tanaka said in serious tone.

The team turned to face him.

"Where's Kageyama?"

* * *

><p>"What the fuck are you saying!?"<p>

"Wait Tanaka! Calm down!" Sugawara called after him.

"This is bullshit! Hinata didn't show up for an entire week and now Kageyama isn't here? How am I supposed to believe that he's sick!? That's it! I'm going to find him and get his sorry ass to school!"

Daichi grabbed Tanaka's arm.

"Don't Tanaka. He said he was sick so we'll just have to wait until he gets better," Daichi muttered in his demanding tone.

"Don't fuck with me!" Tanaka growled, wrenching his arm out of Daichi's tight grip. It was the first time anyone had rebelled against the captain when he used that dangerous voice. Tanaka was also one of the people who were usually very afraid of Daichi so everyone was surprised when he didn't even try to listen to the captain.

"Aren't any of you guys worried at all!?"

The whole gym fell silent again with a similar atmosphere from before.

"Fine!" Tanaka huffed as he turned around to leave. "I'm leavi—"

"Ryu!" Nishinoya snapped, causing Tanaka to flinch.

"Of course…" Nishinoya's voice was wobbling.

"Of course we're worried about him too!"

Still facing away from the team Tanaka yelled "then what are we supposed to do! I don't suppose you were going to wait another week for him to come back!?"

"We don't do anything! We CAN'T do anything!" Nishinoya argued back. "What were you planning on doing!? What if Kageyama was actually sick!? Would you drag a sick person to volleyball training!?"

Tanaka froze and looked back towards his volleyball teammates. He felt a pang of guilt when he realised that not a single one of them looked happy. In fact most of them were looking at the ground or gripping their arms. They all looked horrible.

And he had just yelled at them.

Tanaka collapsed to the floor. "But…" he started crying again. "I don't want Kageyama to end up like Hinata as well…"

Nishinoya clenched his fists. "I know," he whispered. "We ALL know."

"He promised though. Noya-san! He promised!" Tanaka cried.

"It's ok Tanaka," Sugawara gently placed a hand on his shoulder.

"I'm sure he'll be back by tomorrow and giving those amazing tosses to everyone again."

A tear tumbled down Sugawara's cheek.

"So… stop crying… ok…?"

* * *

><p>After everyone had settled down, the team got back to training as usual. But no one was really in the mood for volleyball, not after what had just happened. In the end, Takeda-sensei had gotten so worried that coach Ukai decided to call it a day and told the team not to bother showing up to afterschool practice either.<p>

As the team filed slowly out of the gym with a dejected feeling hanging in the air, Sugawara had asked Hinata to stay behind for a while so that he could talk to him.

"What is it Sugawara-san?" Hinata asked. Out of everyone, Hinata seemed the least fazed which Sugawara found very disconcerting, considering that he seemed to be the closest to Kageyama.

"I'm sorry that it ended up like this," Sugawara said. "After you just came back too…"

"Eh?" Hinata said, puzzled.

"Well you wanted to play volleyball with Kageyama right?" Sugawara scratched his head. "But he's not even here. Sorry…" He laughed awkwardly.

"Ehh?" Hinata mumbled in confusion. "Sorry, but I don't really understand what you're saying? I can play just fine with you as the setter."

Sugawara blushed slightly. "Haha, I'm glad you think that way, but still Kageyama is the one you enjoy playing volleyball the most right?"

"Really?"

"Yeah!" Sugawara smiled. "You always look the happiest around him." His face darkened again. "But he isn't even here today…"

"Why are you apologizing Sugawara-san?" Hinata asked. "You didn't do anything wrong."

"Haha I suppose…"

"It's fine!" Hinata yelled, making Sugawara jump.

"This will be a good opportunity for me to practice with other people anyway…"

"Hinata?"

"I can't keep relying on Kageyama anymore…" Hinata murmured so quietly, Sugawara could barely hear him.

"Huh?"

"Cya Sugawara-san!" Hinata flashed one of his amazing smiles before running off, leaving Sugawara standing alone, bewildered beside the empty gym.

* * *

><p>Kageyama lay in bed, not wanting to move.<p>

His arms and legs felt heavy, his head throbbed in pain and his throat felt scratchy.

Kageyama was indeed sick.

He had a cooling pad over his head and a cup of water, untouched, on the bedside table.

His parents always left home very early to work and only came back in the dead of night. Sometimes they would even be gone for a few days, weeks even if there happened to be a business trip of some sort.

Because of this, Kageyama generally got used to living by himself. He didn't particularly feel neglected though, after all, it had been like this for almost as long as he could remember. Although he wasn't exactly that bright when he was off the court, over the years he had taught himself to cook, clean the dishes, do the laundry and all the other household chores.

The food money left over from his parents always went towards buying new volleyball gear.

Kageyama lived alone most of the time in a house that was much too large for a single teenage boy, but he was fine with it. His parents were just pursuing their own dreams and he was chasing his own.

There were times when the house felt even lonelier than usual, but he didn't mind. The darkness of his house, the silent atmosphere hanging throughout the rooms, the cold hard floor that stung his bare feet in winter, they had all grown on him. Now they were just the norm.

Kageyama watched his hot breath form in clouds above his face, before slowly dissipating.

It wasn't as though Kageyama hadn't gotten sick before, this was just the first time he'd ever gotten sick in such a long time. But this wasn't the main reason that made him feel excruciating pain.

Kageyama's head was still full of Hinata's words from Friday.

"_I just can't play volleyball with Kageyama anymore."_

He hadn't heard wrong had he? No. He heard it loud and clear. The walls were thin so Hinata's voice had penetrated through easily.

Then maybe he had mistaken someone else's voice for Hinata's? No. That wasn't possible either. There weren't many people who played volleyball with him. Besides, Hinata's voice had always been easy to differentiate from others.

Then what if Hinata had meant something else? Something other than what he had thought? Of course not. Kageyama laughed bitterly at himself. He was just trying to make up excuses for himself now. How pathetic.

How disgusting he had become.

Kageyama whipped the blankets over his head and eventually fell asleep.

* * *

><p>Hinata yawned.<p>

"Hinata? Are my lessons really that boring?"

Hinata looked up and jumped when he saw his English teacher looking down at him.

"Gah!" He squeaked.

The whole class erupted into laughter.

"Dammit…" Hinata muttered under his breath.

He couldn't focus in class at all. It wasn't like he listened in class very well even on his best days, but today Hinata couldn't even register a single word that the teacher was saying.

He still couldn't get Kageyama out of his head. There was already the whole fighting problem from before, but now Kageyama had called in sick.

Was he being avoided? Even though he'd said that he couldn't play volleyball with Kageyama anymore, it was really only an empty reassurance to himself. He wanted to tell himself that he didn't need Kageyama, that Kageyama didn't have to be the one he was receiving tosses from. But alas, it was to no avail.

Hinata still loved playing volleyball with Kageyama and that was that.

Nothing he did could change that.

But having said that, Hinata still did not want to see Kageyama. Hinata constantly played and replayed possible reactions from Kageyama when they met again.

And most of them were pretty bad.

He was terrified of what Kageyama might say when he apologized. Or whether Kageyama would even try to listen to his apology at all.

Hinata raised his hand.

"What is it Hinata?" The teacher asked, looking up from the textbook she had been reading off.

"U-um… Can I please go to the infirmary? I'm not feeling so well…"

The teacher looked mildly surprised. Sure Hinata never listened to her classes, but he had never ditched either. But she figured it would happen eventually. Hinata did look slightly pale though.

"Ok. You can head down the hallway to see the school nurse." The teacher replied.

"Thank you…" Hinata murmured before dragging himself down to the infirmary.

* * *

><p>"Oh it's you again."<p>

Hinata bowed and greeted the school doctor.

He collapsed onto the same bed Kageyama had been lying on a few weeks back.

Hinata recalled the slight red tint in Kageyama's cheeks as he had pulled Hinata toward him. He recalled the sensation of his own face heating up. He recalled the pain in his forehead when Kageyama had head-butted him, cutting off the awkward atmosphere.

And then the words that the school doctor had said.

"_You two are awfully close aren't you?"_

Hinata had felt his heart skip a beat at that sentence. He didn't know what Kageyama's expression had been like because he had been too embarrassed to look at him.

This was bad.

Really really bad.

Hinata grabbed his cellphone from inside his trouser pocket and dialled a number.

There was only one person he felt that he couldn't talk comfortably to without feeling humiliated or shamed.

After a few rings, the person at the other end of the line picked up.

"Hello?"

Hinata lowered his voice as much as possible, so as not to alert the school doctor.

"Hey Kenma."

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note: <strong>OMG NO what have I done.
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	6. Chapter 6: Fear

Kinda took a little longer than usual to write the chapter.  
>I'll probably be slowing down the pace of my writing because I've seriously been pushing back my homework...<br>But in the meanwhile enjoy chapter 6~

* * *

><p>Everything is dark.<p>

So dark he can't see anything at all. Not even the ground, nor the walls. Not even his hands when they were held right up in front of him.

He could however, tell that he was in a tunnel. The suffocating tightness of the walls at either side of his body, the cold concrete hard at his back.

Every time he took a step forward, the wall at his back moved closer, stopping him from being able to turn around.

So he kept running, on and on, trying to escape.

Then at last, he saw a small speck of light in front, indicating the end of the tunnel.

But no matter how hard he ran, the light moved forward the same distance he did, the gap between the two not closing at all.

_Why won't you let me get closer?_

The light continued to run.

_Why won't you help me?_

The light stopped and so did he.

_The light and the dark don't belong together, that is all._

And then the light, his only hope, was swallowed up by the shadows of the tunnel.

* * *

><p>Kageyama gasped.<p>

His head hurt like hell, his shirt was soaked in sweat and the glass of water had been knocked off the table. That must've been what woke him up Kageyama thought.

He looked out the window and realised that it was dark already. He had slept through basically the entire day and he still felt slightly drowsy.

His stomach growled in protest and then he noticed that he hadn't actually eaten anything the entire day.

Kageyama shifted his weight and slowly slid out from the comfort of his blankets. He headed for the kitchen, the lack of heat on the floor chilling his feet even more than usual.

He flipped through the pantry and the fridge which both, unfortunately for him, were rather empty. All that was available was a couple of cup noodles in the pantry and some bread and milk in the fridge.

Kageyama opened his mouth and yawned loudly. God he felt so tired and he was not in the mood for cup noodles. He decided he would just go back to sleep instead.

As he walked past the living room to reach his own bedroom, he saw a familiar brown envelope sitting on the coffee table.

Oh, it was food money day today.

* * *

><p>The cool night air blew through Kageyama's dishevelled hair and snaked through the gaps between his clothes. Kageyama shivered, wishing that he had worn more layers of clothing before setting out. He hadn't even bothered to change out of the shirt and shorts he wore when he was sleeping. He had just pulled on a random jacket and a pair of sneakers and left for the nearest fast food restaurant.<p>

Kageyama sneezed, causing a few people walking on the street to stare oddly at him. Crap he thought. I still have a cold.

At last he reached his destination in which on entering, he basked in the warm stuffy atmosphere of the bustling building. He ordered a heap of food, which earned him quite a few questioning looks and almost emptied out the entire envelope of money.

After picking up his rather large assortment of burgers, fries and other side dishes, Kageyama wandered around the restaurant looking for an empty place to sit. While he busied himself with that, he didn't notice a group of familiar black jacketed high schoolers had entered the building.

"Hey! Is that you Kageyama!?"

Kageyama froze, just as he was about to seat himself down in a cosy corner near the back of the restaurant. He turned around to see a certain short senpai pointing in his direction, along with three of his other volleyball teammates.

Oh no. Kageyama thought. He had just run into some of the people he had wanted to see the least right now.

"O-osu…" Kageyama mumbled weakly.

"Move over will ya?" Nishinoya said before plopping himself down beside Kageyama. Daichi, Sugawara and Asahi sat down opposite them.

An awkward silence formed over the group.

Finally, Sugawara managed to work up his courage and decided to break the tension.

"Um… So Kageyama…" Sugawara spoke uneasily. "How's your uh… cold?"

"It's better now thanks." Kageyama answered quickly before returning to his food.

Silence again.

Kageyama ate as fast as he could, trying to finish as early as possible so as to make an excuse to leave. But before he was even halfway, Nishinoya opened his mouth to speak.

"You weren't at practice today." Nishinoya mentioned, not bothering to look at Kageyama.

Kageyama felt his stomach lurch a little at the statement.

"T-that's because I was s-sick," Kageyama mumbled, clearly trying to avoid the continuation of the conversation. He looked away, shoving his face even faster than before.

"We were all worried you know," Nishinoya pressed on.

Worried? Kageyama thought. Why would they be worried? He was only gone for one day. It wasn't as though he had disappeared for a long time like…

Hinata…

Had Hinata gone to volleyball training today? Kageyama didn't know because he hadn't gone to school. Was he still skipping? Was he still sleep-deprived? Was he still unhealthy?

Was he still CRYING?

"You don't have to worry about Hinata," Daichi said, causing Kageyama to snap from his train of thoughts.

"I wasn't thinking about him!" Kageyama huffed.

All four of his teammates laughed.

"Hinata came to volleyball training today and he seems a lot better," Sugawara smiled. "He's alright now so you only need to focus on getting better, ok?"

* * *

><p>Kageyama furrowed his eyebrows. He really didn't want to discuss any topic related to Hinata at the moment. The thoughts that he had finally managed to push to the back of his mind surged up again. Hinata's voice echoed loudly through his mind.<p>

"Kageyama?" Daichi asked.

The nightmares that he had gotten every single time he slept. They were indeed frightening, but his most recent one was the most terrifying one of all. Kageyama had lost all his hope when his teammates had all left him.

Isolated him.

How could he trust again? How was he to toss with all his confidence if there was always the thought that there would be no spiker to hit it? How was he to believe that there would always be someone beside him, backing him up, giving him a reason to remain on court?

He couldn't.

No one could blame him for reacting the way he did. As a setter, there was nothing Kageyama feared more than tossing to a spiker that didn't exist. So when his worst fear came true, Kageyama only did the best he could to repair himself and in the process, built a wall around himself.

That was the best thing to do, Kageyama had reassured himself. He didn't need anyone to get closer than necessary. Each toss was singular and detached, it would be the only time he and the spiker would be connected. Just for that one short moment. Not anything more. Not anything less.

"Kageyama?" Daichi asked again.

"Ah," Kageyama sat up startled. "Sorry, what were you saying?"

"Uh… no we were just saying that Hinata is fine…" Daichi said with a puzzled look on his face.

"Oh… I see…"

Yet seeing Hinata had completely overwhelmed him. His amazing reflexes, agility and his surprisingly strong will, yet he was unable to put them to any good use. It felt the same as seeing someone chuck a $1000 bill down the drain. And it frustrated Kageyama.

In the end however, Hinata had ended up on the same side of the net as Kageyama. He had thought there would be no way they would ever be able to get along, but Sugawara's words had stirred something up from within him.

So for the sake of victory, Kageyama had extended his setter-spiker relationship ever so slightly, but had not expected Hinata's trust to fill him with so much warmth.

Hinata's bright light had seeped through the cracks in the wall he had put so much effort into creating. It had broken them down from within exposing himself to the blinding light he had spent so long hiding from.

Hinata had given him his hope back.

So the thought that he might lose his hope for a second time, truly chilled him to the bone. He didn't think he would be able to recover a second time, especially not when he no longer had a wall to protect himself with.

Kageyama knew he had already begun to crumble, ever since the day Hinata had said _those words. _It only seemed to get worse when judging from what Sugawara had said, Hinata appeared perfectly fine without Kageyama by his side.

He was in trouble.

"K-Kageyama? A-are you ok?" Asahi sputtered.

Brought back to reality by Asahi's words, he realised that he had completely crushed the drink that was in his hand, causing the contents to spill all over the table.

"Ah! I'm so sorry!" Kageyama apologized, immediately cleaning up the mess he had made.

"I'll be heading back now," Kageyama said, standing up abruptly after the spill was dried and cleared off the table.

Kageyama walked quickly towards door, hoping to get out as soon as possible.

"Kageyama!" Nishinoya yelled.

Kageyama stopped in his tracks.

"You will be coming back right?" he said in an almost menacing tone. "Ryu certainly won't be able to take it if we have another 'Hinata' incident occurring."

"Osu…" Kageyama mumbled before briskly exiting the building.

* * *

><p>Hinata lay in bed, tossing a volleyball into the air.<p>

He thought back to his discussion with Kenma.

"_Well, you're friends right?"_

"_Yeah?"_

"_If you apologize you'll be fine."_

"_Are you sure…?"_

"_Yeah."_

"_Ok…"_

"_Ah, but this might be a special case…"_

"_Huh? What do you mean?"_

"_Sorry, but you're going to have to figure it out yourself."_

What had Kenma meant by 'a special case'?

Hinata squeaked when he missed the volleyball and it landed on his nose, bouncing off to the side.

Dammit… Hinata thought.

* * *
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	7. Chapter 7: Anxiety

Just to clarify this is what happened in Hinata's POV during the same time Kageyama was eating and yeah  
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* * *

><p>Monday Afternoon…<p>

Hinata's POV

* * *

><p>Hinata slowly dialled a number into his cellphone and hit 'call'.<p>

He brought the phone to his ears with trembling hands and wondered about how he was going to word his concerns in the least awkward way.

After about three rings, Hinata's embarrassment got the better of him and he went to click the 'end call' button. But before his finger reached the key, a small "hello" was projected from the speaker of the device.

Hinata yelped in surprise, almost dropping his phone in the process.

"Are you alright back there?" The school doctor called from the other side of the curtain.

"Y-yes!" Hinata answered, a little too quickly.

And although Hinata couldn't see the doctor's expression, he swore he heard her chuckle a little which only increased his embarrassment.

"Hello?" the voice on the other end of the line spoke again.

Startled again by the sound, Hinata hurriedly placed his phone next to his ear.

Flustered, Hinata whispered loudly "h-hey Kenma, it's me."

There was a pause before Kenma managed to register Hinata's voice.

"Oh it's you Shouyou," he mumbled in his usual unenthusiastic tone.

"U-um…" Hinata stuttered. "I need a l-little bit of h-help with s-something."

There was another pause before Kenma answered again.

"This is kinda rare… What is it…?"

Hinata gulped. How was he going to tell Kenma without making himself sound weird? Kenma won't laugh at him right? But he still didn't want to make the conversation awkward. Dammit, what was he supposed to do?

"Shouyou…?" Kenma asked.

Snapping Hinata out of his endless train of thoughts, Hinata immediately blurted out a stream of words, forgetting that he was still in the infirmary.

"F-fight! K-Kageyama got… I yelled! U-um scared then disappeared! Crying… Kageyama didn't! Apologize! Need to! W-what should I! H-help me!"

Hinata panicked, tripping all over his words without even managing to speak a whole understandable sentence.

"Calm down Shouyou!" Kenma half shouted.

Hinata immediately shut himself up.

"Now tell me exactly what happened…" Kenma said, returning to his normal tone of voice, with maybe just a slight hint of urgency.

Hinata burst into tears.

The doctor jumped in her seat and got up to see if Hinata was alright. But when she neared the curtain and realised that he was using his cellphone, she decided she wouldn't interrupt Hinata's phone call.

"I yelled at Kageyama! And now I don't know what to do! I haven't talked to him in an entire week and I'm scared! What if he stops talking to me? What if he starts ignoring me? What if he stops giving me his TOSSES?"

"Slow down…"Kenma said. "Take a deep breath and explain to me everything that happened right from the beginning."

Hinata sniffed and wiped away his tears.

He breathed in slowly, trying to calm himself down and began talking.

* * *

><p>"Hmm… I think I get it now," Kenma mumbled softly.<p>

"Do you know what I can do?" Hinata blubbered.

"Well… You still have to apologize whether you like it or not…"

Hinata made a sort of choking sound.

"But I just said that I can't!" Hinata whined. "He's just going to yell at me or ignore me!"

"But doesn't he always yell at you?" Kenma pointed out.

"But this time it's different! Kageyama definitely won't listen to me! He looked really surprised when I shouted at him! He probably thinks that I hate him now!"

"How can you be so sure of that?" Kenma questioned.

"Like I sai—"Hinata started.

"How can you say that there is a one hundred percent chance that he'll react like that?"

"Bu—"

"How do you know that's how Kageyama feels?"

This time Hinata didn't say anything.

"Shou—"Kenma began.

"I don't know!" Hinata snapped.

"I don't know and that's the problem! I don't know if he'll just shrug it off like I wish he would! I don't know if he'll yell at me like he always does! I don't know if he'll just ignore me and never talk to me again! I don't know anything and that's why I'm so scared!"

Hinata panted, out of breath.

The school doctor was starting to get very anxious and wondered whether or not she should step in.

Crap. Hinata thought. This was the second time he had yelled at his friend. What was he going to do if Kenma also stopped talking to him? He seriously needed help.

"Kenma?"

No reply.

"Hey, I'm sorr—"

"Of course you don't know what he's thinking!" Kenma shouted, so loud that Hinata had to move his cellphone away from his ear.

It was the first time Hinata had ever heard Kenma shout and he was shocked at the fact that Kenma even had the ability to get worked up over something.

"Of course you don't know." Kenma immediately reverted back to his normal state.

"Did you think you were a mind reader?" Kenma continued.

"No one knows what another person is thinking. We can only guess another's thoughts, but we will never be able to accurately determine exactly what someone else is thinking or what they're currently feeling."

"But!"

"Stop doubting yourself Shouyou. And no more what ifs or buts."

Even though Kenma said what he said, Hinata couldn't stop himself from worrying.

"You guys are friends right?" Kenma asked.

"Y-yeah…" Hinata murmured unsurely. "Well at least I think we are… But I bet it's only me and Kageyama thinks I'm just someone annoying haha…" Hinata laughed nervously.

"You guys are friends, _right?_" Kenma asked again.

"Yes we are," Hinata answered quickly.

"Good," Kenma breathed.

"Just try apologizing. I'm sure you'll be fine," he reassured Hinata.

"R-really…?" Hinata said doubtfully.

"Yes." Kenma replied with such confidence that Hinata finally felt a bit of his courage flow back into his body.

"Ah, but then again… this time might be a bit different..."

"Eh?" Hinata's newly regained confidence all disappeared down the drain again.

"W-what do you mean…?" Hinata asked hesitantly.

"Hmm… This is a special case I guess." Kenma paused to think for a moment.

"Tell me! You're seriously worrying me over here!" Hinata whimpered.

"Well… you're going to have to figure that out for yourself. It would be pointless for me to tell you after all."

"Wait! Kenma!" Hinata cried in confusion.

"Sorry I have to go now Shouyou. Good luck!" Kenma said before the line went dead.

"Oi! Kenma! Don't just hang up on me!" Hinata whined. The sound of the monotone beeps rang through his ears.

Hinata slumped into the bed. Dammit… Kenma didn't help at all. What did he even mean with that last thing he said? Dammit! Why was everyone being so confusing!

"Dammit!" Hinata yelled, chucking the pillow at the wall before running out the door of the infirmary, leaving the very bewildered school doctor staring after him.

* * *

><p>Hinata lay in bed staring at the ceiling.<p>

He had ended up skipping the last bit of school when he had taken off from the infirmary. Hinata had never skipped school before, yet he had ditched with no hesitation.

He had been thinking over what Kenma had said earlier for the past hour already and his head was beginning to hurt. It didn't help that he wasn't used to thinking about things unrelated to volleyball for long periods of time.

"_This is a special case I guess."_

What was a special case? The fight? His reaction? Kageyama's reaction?

What was that almost hint of excitement in Kenma's voice? What did he mean? Why did he seem so interested?

Sure he could've just been 'helping out a friend', but Kenma never EVER got excited…

Dammit! What was he supposed to do? Kenma said to apologize but Hinata still couldn't get over the fact that Kageyama seemed extremely likely to reject him on the spot.

"Yosh!" Hinata said to himself. "Let's try a simulation!"

Hinata grabbed a sheet of crinkled paper from his desk and a pen and he quickly scribbled Kageyama's face onto it (it was actually pretty good). He then taped it to the head of his bed, cleared his throat and began.

'Hey… Kageyama…' Hinata mumbled nervously. Why was he so nervous when he was only talking to a sheet of paper? 'About the other day…'

Hinata swore he heard 'Kageyama paper version' humph and then turn away before he was even able to finish.

Hinata ripped the paper off the head of his bed and scrunched it up before tossing it into the wastebasket.

He missed.

Hinata yelled into his pillow, the soft material muffling his frustrated cries and soaking up his salty tears which were beginning to ooze out again.

Dammit! Hinata thought.

Dammit! Dammit! Dammit!

* * *

><p>Hinata opened his eyes to the harsh morning light, only to find that he was still in the same position as last night.<p>

He slowly got up and stretched. His whole body felt stiff and sore.

Ugh. He was not looking forward to volleyball practice today. Although he really did want to see Kageyama and apologize, he still wasn't ready to face him yet.

Nonetheless he still arrived to volleyball practice in his usual energetic self, trying to divert his senpai's attention from the fresh dark circles under his drooping eyes. His bed hair was even worse than usual today.

Everyone still noticed but decided not to say anything.

Kageyama had already arrived much to Hinata's relief. At least he wasn't sick anymore, Hinata thought.

But his relief was immediately replaced with dread as soon as Kageyama turned in his direction. Hinata whipped his head away when he feared that they were going to make eye contact.

No! I avoided him! Hinata thought to himself. Shouyou you idiot! Stupid!

Hinata snapped out of his trance when Coach Ukai called for everyone to gather round.

"Since we finally have both of the first year duo here today, I'd like you two to practice your freak quick as much as possible today! Everyone else do your best to support them. Remember, Hinata hasn't practiced in a week so go easy on him Kageyama!"

"Osu!"

Kageyama and Hinata immediately went off to train.

As soon as Hinata stepped on court, he felt all his confidence rush back to him. Being on the court soothed him and comforted him. It really was the best feeling.

In no time at all, Hinata was itching to practice the special quick that only the two of them could do.

Hinata ran up towards the net and leaped into the air in a splendid jump.

"Bwah!" Hinata yelped as the ball whammed into his face, knocking him down to the ground.

The whole team gathered round, asking if he was ok.

"Well it has been a week…" Sugawara said. "You guys are just out of practice."

Everyone nodded, believing that that was the truth.

But soon enough, it was clear that Kageyama was not acting normal.

Multiple times the volleyball hit Hinata square in the face and when it didn't, it completely missed Hinata altogether.

"Hey, are you ok Kageyama?" Daichi asked.

Kageyama panted, clouds of hot air escaping his mouth. He nodded.

Sugawara placed his hand on Kageyama's forehead.

"No you're not! You've got a crazy high fever!"

The entire team focused all their attention on Kageyama.

"I-I'm fine," Kageyama croaked, his voice had gone all hoarse. No wonder he seemed really quite today, Hinata thought.

He staggered a few steps forward, unsteady on his feet and bent down to pick up a volleyball that was lying on the ground nearby.

"Oi Kageyama!" Nishinoya yelled.

And then,

Kageyama fainted.

* * *
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* * *

><p>Sugawara placed his hand on Kageyama's forehead and recoiled instantly as though he had just touched a burning hot iron. "What are you saying!? You've got a crazy fever!" His mum switch turned on. "You can't play in this condition! You have to rest!"<p>

"I'm fine," Kageyama breathed. His voice was barely audible and the texture of it had become scratchy and coarse, certainly not a nice sound to hear. No wonder Kageyama had seemed so quiet during practice today Hinata thought.

Kageyama staggered a few steps forward, wobbling dangerously as though his legs would give way any moment. He bent down to pick up a volleyball that was lying beside his feet.

"Oi Kageyama!" Nishinoya yelled.

The volleyball slipped out of Kageyama's fingers and landed with a dull thud on the ground.

His body followed soon after.

Kageyama had fainted.

* * *

><p>Everyone rushed towards his unconscious body and Takeda started panicking.<p>

"A-a-ambula-la," He stuttered.

"Wait calm down sensei!" Ukai shook Takeda trying to snap him out of his trance.

"Ambulance!" Takeda yelled as though he did not even see Ukai. "Call an ambulance! 119! The police! Firemen!"

While Ukai tried to calm Takeda down, Sugawara took charge around Kageyama.

"Tanaka! Asahi! Lift him up carefully and lie him down on the bench!" Sugawara had that certain tone of urgency in his voice that was much like a mother's. One that you couldn't refuse. Not that anyone had any reason to do so in this situation. Tanaka and Asahi did as they were told.

"Nishinoya! Grab some clean towels and some drink bottles that are still full!" Sugawara instructed.

"On it!" Nishinoya ran off to gather the items.

"Ennoshita! Call the hospital!" It was probably unnecessary to say that as Ennoshita had already begun punching the numbers into his cellphone long before the order had even been given.

"Daichi! Go look for a teacher that can take Kageyama to the hospital!"

"Eh?" Daichi said puzzled. "But what about Takeda sense—"

"Do you think we can rely on him right now?" Everyone was a little shocked that Sugawara had just openly insulted someone but he was right, Takeda was still panicking and Ukai was still trying to calm him down. Daichi immediately left. Even he was not willing to argue with Sugawara when he was in his Sugamama mode.

"Tsukki! What do we do!?" Yamaguchi blubbered to Tsukishima. "What if he dies? Tsukki what will we do then!?"

"Shut up Yamaguchi." But even Tsukishima had a hint of worry in his voice.

Nishinoya came flying back into the scene, his arms full with drink bottles and towels.

"Tsukishima! Yamaguchi!" Sugawara yelled again. "Help me lower his temperature!"

Yamaguchi began helping with no hesitation, fumbling around with the bottles, but Tsukishima was not as cooperative.

"Tch, why do I ha—"

"Tsukishima," Sugawara murmured dangerously, giving him a look that was almost threatening.

Tsukishima knew better than to argue.

Hinata watched the event unfold before him, unmoving. Hinata didn't know what to do in this kind of situation so he just kind of stood there, mind blank, staring at Kageyama's agony induced face, the beads of sweat rolling down his pale complexion and the clouds of steamy breath that appeared and disappeared above his unnervingly still body.

"Hinata."

He didn't respond.

"Hinata!" Sugawara called.

This time he looked up.

Sugawara started when he saw Hinata's expression.

"Are you ok?" Sugawara spoke in a softer tone. "You look horrible."

"Eh? R-really?"

Hinata only just realised that he was gritting his teeth so hard it was beginning to hurt. His fists had been clenched tightly at his sides as if they were desperately clinging on to something and didn't want to let go. Cold sweat had caused his sunny orange hair to stick in clumps to his skin making his mess of a head even unrulier than before.

"I-I'm o-ok," Hinata stammered. _I'm not ok! _He wanted to shout. _Why did Kageyama faint? _He wanted to ask. _Was it HIS FAULT?_

Hinata bit his lip, trying not to let the tears right on the edge of his eyes spill over.

"Don't worry," Sugawara said, patting his head. "It'll be fine."

_No it most definitely is not fine! _Hinata wanted to scream. But the fact that he was even thinking these kinds of thoughts when Sugawara was trying to comfort him only made him feel worse.

"Hey Hinata, do you think you can go get Kageyama's things and bring it over here for me?"

The thought that Hinata might be of a just the smallest bit of little help to Kageyama gave him a little strength. He immediately dashed to the clubroom to look for Kageyama's possessions.

* * *

><p>After about 15 minutes of turning the clubroom upside down searching for Kageyama's bag and uniform, he finally found it wedged in a gap between the lockers and the wall.<p>

Why would he stash his stuff in such a bizarre place? Hinata wondered. It certainly wasn't an easy place to access.

Tossing the thought aside, Hinata grabbed the items and ran back out the door.

* * *

><p>"Hey Daichi…" Sugawara said.<p>

Daichi had managed to find a teacher to offer their help to take Kageyama to the hospital and Asahi and Tanaka were helping the teacher carry Kageyama to the car.

"Yeah?" Daichi was busying himself with cleaning up the gym. The normal training was long from over but everyone figured they would all go and take the bus to the hospital to wait for Kageyama's diagnosis. Many other Karasuno volleyball team members were also darting around the gym, picking up volleyballs and mopping the floor.

"Do you think Kageyama will be ok? I heard high fevers can lead to worse i-illnesses…" the last word was uttered with such reluctance, it sounded as though it had took everything in him to force it through the gaps between his lips.

Daichi sighed. "Don't overthink it." He slapped Sugawara's back (receiving a loud "OOF" in response) "you always end up doing that."

Sugawara winced as he rubbed the area in which he had just been hit. "Haha… I guess you're right…" but he didn't sound as though he had been convinced at all.

Hinata stood outside, listening intently to the conversation that was being held inside. Kageyama was… might be…? He furiously shook his head. No. There's no way Kageyama would. But what if… What if… he wasn't able to play volleyball anymore? What if he wasn't able to toss to Hinata anymore?

Where would his invincibility go then? What was the strongest decoy without his setter? Without Kageyama he would be nothing. A nobody.

Hinata's arms flopped to his sides, forgetting that they were supposed to be holding Kageyama's items. The heavy bag hit the ground with a muffled _clunk,_ the fall softened by the long grass growing beside the gym.

Sugawara and Daichi's voices immediately became quiet.

Hinata then realised that if he was eavesdropping, he probably should've been more careful with his actions.

"Hinata?" Sugawara called from inside the gym.

Hinata peeked his head from the doorway and grinned sheepishly. Sugawara picked up on the situation right then.

"How much did you hear…?" Sugawara tried to approach the subject delicately.

"N-nothing! I heard nothing! N-nothing at a-all!" Hinata blabbered, flailing his arms in the air in wild gestures.

Daichi stared and Sugawara raised an eyebrow.

"I mean I h-heard a little, just a little. I d-didn't mean—but I just! I just happened to-!" Hinata came up with a whole string of excuses, none of which seemed even remotely plausible.

"I'm sorry," Hinata lowered his head. "I heard everything."

Sugawara laughed cheerily causing Hinata's face to flush a bright red. But his mood quickly darkened.

"Sorry that you had to hear that," Sugawara apologized. "It seems that you just keep receiving more things to worry about…"

Hinata was indeed becoming more and more anxious, but Sugawara was only half-right, as the roots of his problems all technically came from the same place. Lately, Kageyama seemed to be occupying so much of his time and effort that there was nothing else in his head but Kageyama.

"It's ok," Hinata mumbled. "He's invincible after all."

"Eh?"

"Nothing!" Hinata said quickly. Kageyama had said that he was so he was, right?

"Why don't you go with the sensei to take Kageyama to the hospital?" Sugawara suggested.

"Huh!?" Hinata froze. He wasn't ready to see Kageyama yet! Let alone be with him with no one else around (except the teacher). Sure he would be knocked out cold and probably wouldn't even know that Hinata was there but _still._ The car had probably left already anyway.

"The car probably still hasn't left yet," Sugawara said, confirming Hinata's fears. "And we need someone to take his stuff for him," he glanced out the doorway where Kageyama's bag and its contents still lay scattered over the grass.

"I-I can't!" Hinata cried.

"Why not?" Daichi asked.

Hinata opened his mouth to speak before realising that 'I can't face Kageyama right now' probably wasn't the best excuse to use.

"M-my stomach hurts." He lied instead. He clutched his stomach dramatically (if that was even possible) and made horrible groaning and moaning noises.

Daichi chuckled before throwing his demanding captain's glare in Hinata's direction.

Hinata dropped the act, grabbed Kageyama's things and was out the gym in 2 seconds flat.

Sugawara and Daichi watched the little figure run off and jump inside a car. The car drove away moments later.

"Daichi, do you think he'll _ever _realise?" Sugawara sighed.

"I wonder about that…"

* * *

><p>Hinata bowed many times to the teacher and explained the situation to him before throwing Kageyama's bag and clothes into the boot and climbing into the backseat of the car. Problem was, Kageyama was also lying down and took up the entire back row. Hinata had two options, to give Kageyama a lap pillow and sit still like a rock for 45 minutes and risk getting a leg cramp or to sit up front. The latter seemed much more appealing at the moment.<p>

"Hinata-kun," the teacher said. "Can you stay with Kageyama-kun and make sure he doesn't roll off the seats during the ride?"

Well, Hinata thought, there went his options.

Hinata stared at Kageyama's face. It was still contorted with pain but it had softened ever so slightly. He looked peaceful and kind of… cool. He would be so much more attractive if he just stopped frowning a little, Hinata thought. What a waste.

His heart skipped a beat.

What was he thinking? Kageyama was his arch-rival. You weren't supposed to think these kinds of things about your worst enemy!

All of a sudden, the idea of giving Kageyama a lap pillow just got a whole lot worse.

"Hinata-kun?" The teacher called from the front seat. "We need to go."

"R-right!"

What was he doing? Kageyama needed to go to the hospital! This was no time to be thinking about these things!

Hinata carefully slotted himself underneath Kageyama's head, shut the door behind him and they were off.

* * *

><p>Hinata tried to look elsewhere, anywhere as long as it wasn't at Kageyama. His fingers itched, resisting the urge to run his hand through the messy looking black hair that lay before him. His face felt hot. He hoped the teacher didn't notice his reddening cheeks.<p>

Hinata tried to think of something that could distract him. Bad idea.

His thoughts drifted back to what Sugawara had said earlier.

He had said that high fevers could potentially lead to much worse sicknesses. Does that mean that Kageyama could end up like that? He wouldn't right?

Kings didn't suffer from things like illnesses right?

The more Hinata thought about it, the more his chest tightened. He wanted to run his hand through the coal hair sprawled over his lap but this time for a different reason.

He wanted to reassure himself that Kageyama was actually there, warm, still breathing. He wanted to confirm Kageyama's existence.

Hinata placed his hand on Kageyama's head. It was hot. Uncomfortably hot. But Kageyama's hair was soft and silky despite appearing rather stiff and bristly. It was a nice feeling.

Kageyama's fever hadn't gone down at all, in fact it seemed to be getting higher. His face was a sickly pale colour, a complete contrast against his dark hair.

Hinata looked out the window and watched the scenery of trees and buildings fly past, his hand still gently stroking Kageyama's hair.

Kageyama would be fine right? Kageyama had said so. He had said that as long as he was there, Hinata would be invincible. So there was no way he would just disappear right? Of course not. After all, to Hinata,

Kageyama was invincible.

* * *
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* * *

><p>Hinata jostled around in his seat.<p>

There were a lot of people around it seemed. Old people, children, teenagers, parents. They were all there. All sitting in the waiting room, either awaiting a diagnosis or awaiting word from one of the doctors about their family members. Either way, the building seemed rather crowded.

Hinata felt uncomfortable and the small space that he was able to move around him suffocated him. It felt like he was a bird trapped in a tiny cage. He would occasionally give up his seat to those who looked to be particularly in need, but would recede back into the hard plastic chair when the occupant eventually got up and left.

It had been a while since sensei and Kageyama had been called in by a doctor and Hinata didn't think he could bear staying still for much longer.

The loud gossiping between the receptionists, the piercing cries of babies and small children, the vast amount of people injured and sick, the revolting smell of disinfectant. It made Hinata want to hurl right onto the little girl running around in front of him.

Sugawara had texted him that the rest of the team might not be able to make it to the hospital because a little problem that Sugawara refused to outline had cropped up. Hinata wished that they were there too.

He really didn't want to stay there alone.

* * *

><p>"Hinata-san?"<p>

Hinata looked up to see a nurse glancing down at him.

"Excuse me, are you Hinata Shouyou-san?" She asked.

"Y-yeah," Hinata replied.

"Could you please come with me? Your sensei is calling for you."

The nurse walked briskly, weaving between the crowds of people carefully, but quickly. Hinata almost got lost a few times before managing to catch up again. The nurse lead him down a corridor that was surprisingly rather empty compared to the previous room he was in. After a few twists and turns through the maze of hallways, the nurse finally slowed to a stop at a room.

'_Room 109_'the sign on the door read.

Hinata noticed his sensei standing outside, talking to a man he didn't recognise.

"Ah Hinata-kun," the teacher called out to him. The other man also turned around to face him.

"Hello Hinata-san," the man held out his hand and smiled warmly. Hinata cautiously brought his hand out and shook the stranger's one.

"I'm Saito-san, the doctor who will be in charge of Kageyama-san during his stay in this hospital."

Hinata felt uneasy talking to the man. His smile seemed superficial and fake, and it was creeping him out. What was there to be happy about when there were sick people everywhere?

"Your sensei has told me all about you and your relationship with Kageyama-san," Dr. Saito continued. "Would you happen to know any of Kageyama-san's parents' contact details?"

Come to think of it, Kageyama never really talked about himself, Hinata thought. But then again, neither did he. They mainly spent their lunchtimes talking about volleyball or playing volleyball. They didn't do much else together.

"U-um… sorry but I don't…" Hinata mumbled.

The doctor seemed extremely shocked by this statement, but quickly covered it up by plastering the smile over his face again.

"Oh that's ok, but we do need to discuss Kageyama-san's condition with his parents or at least another family member," Dr. Saito remarked.

Hinata got a little pissed. The doctor sounded as though the only reason Hinata needed to be there was so that he would be able to contact Kageyama's relatives.

"It's fine!" Hinata half-yelled, wary of his current location. "Me and Kageyama are basically like family!" Hinata didn't actually think they were, but he felt it necessary to say that right then.

The doctor thought about it for a moment before nodding to the sensei.

"Thank you very much Saito-san." Sensei bowed. "Hinata-kun, I leave Kageyama-kun to you then." Then he turned around and left.

* * *

><p>Now there was only Hinata and Dr. Saito left in the hallway.<p>

"Ok, I want you to listen carefully," Dr. Saito said, his smile replaced with a serious expression.

Hinata gulped.

"Overwork, lack of sleep, insomnia and an unbalanced diet. All of these things have led to Kageyama-san's current condition."

Hinata's eyes widened. Had Kageyama really been dealing with all these problems? Kageyama had always seemed pretty normal during trainings until recently. Was the doctor trying to joke around?

"Prolonged problems like the ones I have just mentioned often lead to common disorders in the internal organs." Dr. Saito paused and took a deep breath.

Eh? He couldn't mean…

"Although the chances are low, Kageyama-san may have to undergo surgery. If he doesn't wake up within the next week then we will have to operate on him."

Then it hit him. And it hit him hard.

It was like a wakeup call for Hinata. Never had he thought that Kageyama, the invincible Kageyama, had his own weaknesses. Was it his fault? It was wasn't it? Kageyama had done so much for him, yet all he could return were more problems.

Hinata forced himself to turn away from his thoughts.

It's ok, he told himself. It's ok.

Yet even as he constantly uttered these words to himself, his lips began to tremble and his body began to shake.

His body refused to listen to the pleas of his mind.

"Hinata-san?" Dr. Saito said.

"Its ok, the chances are extremely low, and even if Kageyama-san does end up having to take the surgery, the chances of it failing are next to impossible," he reassured.

However, all Hinata could pick up was the 'NEXT to impossible' part. That meant it could still happen right…? What would happen if the operation did fail?

Hinata was too scared to ask.

"U-umm…" Hinata's voice wobbled.

"C-can I go s-see him?"

The doctor seemed somewhat relieved that Hinata seemed to be fine enough to be able to at least talk a little.

"Sure, although he's still unconscious, you may visit him as long as you are not too loud." he smiled warmly. A genuine one. "He's right past those doors." He gestured to the double doors beside them.

Hinata bowed slightly before making his way over to the entranceway to Kageyama's room.

He gripped the handle tightly, hesitating to push it open.

He was terrified about what he might see on the other side. If he walked on, he would be walking straight into his own fear. If he stayed on this side though, he could remain ignorant, brush this off and return back to his small little world.

But no matter what, he still needed to see Kageyama, to make sure that he was okay. Still alive. Still breathing.

Hinata inhaled and pushed open the door.

* * *

><p>A dim white light was emitted from the ceiling, giving the room a dull glow. The pale green curtains had been pulled shut. It wasn't necessary to keep them open after all.<p>

There wasn't much in the room. A couple of chairs similar to those in the waiting room for any visitors, an old bedside table with an empty vase sitting dully on top and lastly, a large, white hospital bed.

Kageyama lay there silent. It felt a little odd for Hinata, seeing Kageyama that quiet. Not that he could really help it considering his current state. He was connected up to an IV drip that was constantly refilling and feeding Kageyama his medication.

Kageyama's chest rose and fell in a slow rhythm and not the fast-paced uneven beat that Hinata was used to. His complexion was a lot calmer and he was no longer sweating in torrents. Hinata sighed in relief.

Even though it was unnecessary as Kageyama was unconscious, Hinata stepped as lightly as he could as though he were afraid to have him wake up and yell at him. He wished that he would though.

Oh how he wished.

Hinata picked up a chair and softly placed it beside the bed. He sat down and watched Kageyama's face, not caring about how weird that seemed.

Although it was hard to see, if you looked closely enough, there were indeed bags under Kageyama's eyes and his brows were slightly furrowed, creating wrinkles on his forehead.

Hinata chuckled quietly to himself and used his finger to push at the crinkles that lined his head.

"That's no good Kageyama," he murmured. "If you keep frowning like that, you'll scare everybody away."

And as if in response to Hinata's statement, Kageyama's facial muscles relaxed, and the creases smoothed out.

Hinata retracted his hand and instead, placed it in Kageyama's.

"Hey Kageyama…" Hinata whispered, his voice barely audible.

"I know that you probably can't hear me, that you probably can't feel my presence and that you probably wont ever know that I was here. But I just really want to say that the time I spent with you was really special. You gave me a new way of fighting in volleyball, a new world that even someone as short as me could survive in. Yet I took it all for granted."

Hinata laughed softly. But it wasn't his usual bubbly laugh that he used so often that it annoyed those around him, it was a lifeless one. Empty and lined with sadness. As though he was pitying or maybe even mocking himself.

"This is all my fault isn't it? Even though you had so much to deal with already, I just had to open my big mouth and make everything worse didn't I?"

Hinata tightened his grip around Kageyama, but quickly loosened it again as though he had just done something illegal.

"You've given me more than what I could ever ask for, yet I had just chucked it down at your feet as though it were something worthless."

A small stream rolled down the side of Hinata's face.

"And now you're like this. And it's all my fault. I shouldn't have shouted at you. I shouldn't have skipped club. I shouldn't have avoided you. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry…"

Hinata wiped at the tears that were now flowing freely down his reddening cheeks.

"When you get better, you will go back to playing volleyball. You'll keep being that amazing setter on the Karasuno High School Men's Volleyball Club. You'll find another partner for our… _your_ quick-strike. Someone like me doesn't deserve any of this."

Hinata clutched Kageyama's hand tenderly, in a way that even Hinata didn't understand.

"Thank you for everything." A hint of a smile crept into his expression.

"Sir," a nurse called from behind him. "Visiting hours are now ending."

Hinata's arms fell lifelessly to his sides. He got up and walked towards the door.

"I'm sorry that I couldn't fulfil my promise. But you will find someone even better to fill in the gap. I'm sorry but…" Hinata stood in the doorway.

"But this is goodbye, Kageyama."

And he was gone.

Kageyama's hand lay still, the warmth from Hinata's touch slowly dissipating into the cool night air.

* * *
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* * *

><p>Tired.<p>

Kageyama felt so, so tired.

He didn't have any strength.

His throat felt tight and his eyelids felt heavy.

So tired.

He lay still in his own pit of darkness, letting the pure nothingness consume him.

It's fine to stop trying…right?

"_Kageyama!"_

It's fine to give up…right?

"_Kageyama! I'm here!"_

It's fine to forget…right?

A flash of orange entered his vision and slowly, agonizingly slowly stole the shadows away.

"No. It isn't."

* * *

><p>The next day all the members of Karasuno arrived at the hospital, bringing various gifts with them. Everyone stared as the group of black clothed teenagers amassed themselves in the waiting room while Takeda and Ukai went to talk to the receptionists.<p>

Tanaka and Nishinoya were jumping around as usual, excitedly discussing the topic of whether or not Kiyoko would look good in a nurse's outfit while Ennoshita and the other second years tried their best to tell them to shut up. Sugawara, Asahi and Daichi chatted away quietly while Tsukishima and Yamaguchi sat silently in the corner.

They appeared rather lively. Well about as lively as you could get in a hospital without getting told off, yet there was a certain tense atmosphere hanging in the air, as though the liveliness was rather forced.

"Hey, where's Hinata?" Asahi whispered to Sugawara and Daichi so the others wouldn't hear.

Daichi grimaced and Sugawara shook his head.

"He's not coming." Sugawara murmured. "He said he had some important stuff to do and couldn't make it and he just told me to give Kageyama this." He gestured to a small white envelope in his lap beside a large bouquet the team had bought for Kageyama.

"What's in it?" Asahi questioned just out of curiosity.

Sugawara shrugged. "Hinata specifically said not to look inside."

Asahi stared dumbfounded at the small little envelope. What could possibly be in it that Hinata who was never one for secrets, would go as far as not to let anyone else see it?

Just as he opened his mouth to ask, Takeda walked over.

"Guys, we can go in now. Because there's so many of us, I think it would be best if we split into groups."

Daichi nodded and split the team into three groups and one by one they followed after a nurse that led them to the hospital room.

* * *

><p>The first group consisted of Tsukishima, Yamaguchi and two of the second years, Narita and Kinoshita. They didn't stay inside for very long. Tsukishima chucked a store-bought card onto the table before briskly exiting the room. Yamaguchi hastily placed a small box of chocolate down before hurrying after him. Narita and Kinoshita carefully placed a neatly arranged basket of fruit beside the empty vase and stood there for about two minutes, before quietly leaving.<p>

The second group consisted of Tanaka, Nishinoya and Ennoshita. Even though he was noisy while in the waiting room, as soon as Tanaka saw Kageyama lying in bed, he became silent. He sat in the same chair Hinata sat in last night (not that he knew) and grit his teeth. Nishinoya piled a large stack of Pocky on the bedside table, so large that it began wobbling dangerously, on the edge of toppling over. He went and stood beside Tanaka, gripping his shoulder tightly in silent comfort. Ennoshita sighed in relief, glad that they didn't decide to make a racket. They remained in the same position for a while, the tranquillity somewhat strange yet it didn't feel right to break it. Then they all shuffled out.

The last group was the remaining third years plus Takeda and Ukai. Sugawara squeezed the large bouquet of flowers into the small vase and filled it with water using his drink bottle. He sat down beside Kageyama.

"It's going to be fine Kageyama." He said.

"Everything's going to be ok. Things will work out between you and Hinata don't worry."

Sugawara clasped Kageyama's hand, placing Hinata's crumpled envelope in his palm and closing his fingers.

"We need you to come back. Tanaka, Nishinoya, all of us need you. _Hinata needs you._"

Sugawara let go of his hand.

"So get well soon ok?"

Daichi, Asahi, Ukai and Takeda all smiled a little sadly before they too exited the room.

* * *

><p>Hinata sighed, sitting at his desk with his head slumped on the table toward the side.<p>

Not being able to play volleyball was still the absolute worst. His whole body felt restless and he really wanted to just once more, experience the stinging on his palm from his favourite toss and spike from the best setter. But he couldn't go back there to the gym. He had already made a resolve to never step within five meters of the volleyball court.

The team must be visiting Kageyama around now, he thought.

Hinata wondered if his letter managed to reach Kageyama and whether or not Sugawara had looked inside. He hoped he hadn't, it would be terrible if he did. He wondered when Kageyama would eventually open his eyes. He hoped it would be soon. He wondered how Kageyama would react to the letter inside the envelope. He hoped it would be ok for him.

Hinata turned his head over so he facing the other side. He saw the notepad he was using last night to write the letter with and he also noticed something that looked strikingly similar to the letter…

Hinata jolted up and snatched up the crisp white paper, scanning his eyes over the contents.

He froze.

The letter that he had spent all of last night writing, the one he had to pull an all-nighter for was here, in his room. He had put in all of his effort, writing and rewriting the message over and over again and he was stupid enough to forget to put it into the envelope.

Things just couldn't get any worse.

Hinata whipped his head to his clock. If he left now, he _just might _be able to make it to the hospital before visiting hours ended. If he used his bike and pedalled as fast as he could.

Hinata hastily pulled on a jacket and grabbed the letter which was now rather crinkled. He snuck out of his room and down the hallway. His parents were watching TV with his sister in the living room which made it a lot easier for him. He quietly slipped out through the door and biked off.

* * *

><p>Half an hour of rigorous pedalling later, Hinata found himself outside the hospital Kageyama was admitted at, panting hard and barely able to stand. He stuffed his hand inside his pocket confirming that the paper was still there and rushed inside.<p>

The receptionists were already beginning to clear out their things on the front desk when Hinata ran up to them.

"_Room…ha… 1…109…please…fuu…" _Hinata puffed.

"Sir, visiting hours will be ending shortly," one of the receptionists said. "Please come back tomorrow."

"_Please…I'll be…haa…really fast…" _Hinata begged in airy breaths.

The receptionists looked at him weirdly.

"Fine," one answered. "Do you know the way?"

Hinata's face lit up.

"Yes! Thank you very much!" He beamed and sprinted off.

"Hey! Don't run!" the receptionists called after him.

* * *

><p>Hinata skidded to a halt outside Kageyama's hospital room.<p>

God he was so glad that no one was there to hear what he had said yesterday. Otherwise it would be so embarrassing to come back right after saying goodbye. That would be so lame of him.

He pushed open the double doors.

The first thing Hinata noticed was the pile of various gifts on the bedside table. The flowers and presents seemed to make the whitewashed hospital room just a little bit happier and less depressing. Though there seemed there were still nothing from Kageyama's parents. Odd. Had the doctor still not reached them?

The second thing he noticed was the absence of his envelope from the stack on the bedside table. His heart jumped. Hinata hoped that Sugawara hadn't forgotten about it. He frantically searched through the pile making sure that it hadn't been hidden under something, careful so as to not knock anything over.

He still couldn't find it.

He panicked and started flipping through the entire room just in case it had fallen somewhere. After about five minutes of searching, he gave up. Then out of the corner of his eye, he spotted the small white letter held in Kageyama's hand and he immediately relaxed.

But why was it there? Sugawara must've done something, Hinata thought.

Hinata carefully pried the envelope from underneath Kageyama's slim fingers and gently lifted the seal off, trying not to rip the paper. He folded up his not-so-neat letter and tucked it inside before replacing it in Kageyama's hand.

Hinata had never really noticed it, but Kageyama's fingers were really thin and long, almost like a girl's. Even though his hand was so much smaller, the width of his fingers were about the same as Kageyama's.

Hinata wrapped his fingers around Kageyama's. Despite having countless blisters and calluses on his hands, Kageyama's skin still felt surprisingly soft.

Nonononono! Hinata internally yelled to himself, feeling his face flush. What was he doing! He had already told himself he wouldn't!

Hinata quickly untangled himself from Kageyama but before he was able to finish, he felt a slight, ever so slight squeeze from Kageyama.

Hinata felt his heart jump into his throat. Did Kageyama wake up? Hinata watched Kageyama in both anticipation and dread. But he lay still and unmoving, showing no signs of emerging from his deep sleep.

Hinata's heart fell. Was it just his imagination?

Hinata pulled his hand away and brought it up to his chest. He could feel his heartbeat, strong and fast underneath his palm.

He needed to get out. Now.

* * *

><p>Hinata sprinted as fast as he could back down the hallway he had come from.<p>

"Oof!" he grunted, feeling the impact of ramming into someone.

"Ah! I'm so sorry!" He apologized in a deep bow.

"Eh? Hinata? Is that you?" a horribly familiar voice said.

"Huh?" Hinata looked up and came face to face with the number one person he did not want to see right now.

In front of him was Sugawara.

"What are you doing here?" Sugawara asked.

"E-eh? Umm… N-nothing…" Hinata stuttered. "W-what about you?"

"I just came back to grab the drink bottle that I had left here earlier. I need it for training tomorrow after all." Sugawara replied.

Hinata stared at his feet, not able to look him in the eye.

"Hey about the thing we were discussing bef—"Sugawara started.

"Ah! Would you look at the time!" Hinata yelled, while looking at his wrist even though he didn't have a watch on it.

"Hinata you don't even have a—"

"Sorry Sugawara-san! I gotta go!"

"Hey wait! Hinata!"

But Hinata had already sprinted out of the hospital, gotten on his bike and raced away in record time.

* * *
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* * *

><p>Hinata crashed in through the front door of his house and carefully closed the door, making sure to firmly lock all possible locks (there were three) and slumped down against the cold hard wood.<p>

He hastily slipped off his shoes so he could quickly get himself back up to his room before his parents caught him red-handed. Unluckily for him though, in his haste, he tripped and fell face first into the scruffy carpet that lined the floor, presenting his parents (who were still in the living room) with a rather distasteful "BWAAGH!" and a nice loud thud.

"Ow…" Hinata mumbled, rubbing his nose and checking to see if it had been squashed or broken by his previous blunder. It seemed wholly intact, which Hinata was happy to know.

What he wasn't happy to know however, was the feeling of a rather ominous presence emanating from behind him. Hinata felt his Adam's apple catch in his throat and he slowly turned his head, coming face to face with his parents, towering over him and looking most unimpressed.

Oops. Hinata thought.

* * *

><p>Hinata buried his face into the soft duvet of his bed. He could say with confidence that today was the absolute worst day of his entire 15 years of living, except for maybe the day he lost to Kageyama.<p>

First he didn't get _any _sleep last night due to the fact he was fretting over the way he wrote a stupid letter (he didn't actually think it was stupid) and then he wasn't able to play volleyball which was bad enough in and of itself (even though it was he himself who had decided this). And of course he, being the idiot he was, forgot to put that letter that was excruciatingly painful to finish into the goddamn envelope. So he had to bike _all the way _to the hospital to get it to Kageyama. And what were even the chances that he would bump into Sugawara? Next to _nothing._ And yet out of _all _the times Sugawara could've come in to retrieve his bottle, he had decided to choose a time in which Hinata would be there too. And just when he had thought he was safe from anymore mishaps after arriving back to his house, he just _had _to trip over and land himself a long-assed lecture from his parents about going out late at night.

Hinata grumbled into his blankets, muffling his own voice so as not to earn himself another long winded talk from his parents.

Well it wasn't all bad things he supposed. He was able to see Kageyama one last time. And hold his hand for a teeny little while. And…

His thoughts drifted back to that little squeeze that he swore he had felt from Kageyama. But hadn't he already written it off as his imagination? But the sensation was real. He could still feel the ever so slight pressure lingering on his skin, the one that had tugged him all the more toward Kageyama.

His heart had jumped to his throat in that one short moment, painting his cheeks a bright red colour. And he had let his thoughts run wild or rather, he couldn't control them anymore. They had spilled forth from the back of his mind, making selfish wishes that Kageyama would wake up right then and there and squeeze his hand for real. Pull him down toward the bed and maybe just hold him there for a while. Let his warmth envelope him so he could just snuggle into the nook underneath Kageyama's chin and…

And stop.

Nononononono what was he thinking? Hinata dropped his reddening face into his small hands, shielding it from no one. That would be _disgusting. _

Kageyama was his _friend. _And _friends _didn't do that kind of thing together. At least according to Hinata's experience in which he was pretty sure was reliable. So why was he thinking such ridiculous thoughts? Of course it didn't mean anything right?

_Right?_

Hinata clambered up and snatched his cellphone from off his desk. He clumsily typed a quick message onto the screen and hit send.

* * *

><p><strong>To: Kenma<br>Sub: (no subject)  
><strong>_Sent 9:10pm_

_hey kenma!_

_i need urgnt hlp rite now plz!_

_plz its an emergncy!_

Hinata stared at his phone, hoping that Kenma would reply fast because he sure as hell would like someone to talk to right now about his mess of feelings and emotions. He wasn't disappointed. Only moments after he had sent the text, his phone buzzed in his hand and a familiar tone rang noisily throughout his room and echoed off the thin walls.

Crap, Hinata thought as he hurriedly turned his phone's volume level to vibrate. He did _not _want his parents to find something else to lecture him about.

**From: Kenma  
>Sub: Re: (no subject)<br>**_Received 9:10pm_

_What_

Hinata stared blankly at the screen. Trust Kenma to reply so fast with such minimal writing. But Hinata didn't mind and took Kenma's answer as an approval for him to continue.

**To: Kenma  
>Sub: question<br>**_Sent 9:12pm_

_is it wierd to thnk abt ur friend alot?_

_lik nt in a friend freind way_

_but like a i want 2 hug u kind of way…?_

Hinata hesitated a little before sending the text, wondering if he was being too direct. Kenma was pretty smart so he could probably figure it out easily. But Hinata didn't want to beat around the bush because that took far too long and he needed to know _now. _

A couple of minutes passed with no reaction from his phone. Although it hadn't been that long of a wait, Hinata felt like a few hours had passed already as he restlessly fidgeted with the contraption, anxiously awaiting a reply.

Finally his phone vibrated in his hand, causing Hinata to jump as he frantically went to open the message he had received.

**From: Kenma  
>Sub: Re: question<br>**_Received 9:17pm_

…

_Is this about Kageyama?_

Hinata's face heated up as soon as he read the familiar name on the screen and he almost dropped his phone, managing to save it at the last moment with a clumsy hit from his hand which propelled the phone forward onto the soft material of his bed, rather than the slightly more damaging carpet. Yes he _knew _that Kenma was smart and good at noticing this kind of thing, but he didn't think it was _that _obvious. Hinata fumbled around with the keypad and typed the only answer he could think of during his moment of confusion and embarrassment.

**To: Kenma  
>Sub: Re: Re: question<br>**_Sent 9:19pm_

_wwat? nnoo wat r u talkn abt?_

_ofc nt! ths is jst my friends prablm!_

_nt me! nt at all!_

After quickly hitting the send button, Hinata realised that he might've accidentally included a few more spelling mistakes than usual…

There was another 'long' period of silence and Hinata wondered if Kenma had given up on him. Maybe he was a little too suspicious earlier…? He whipped up his phone to send another text but before he was able to start typing, his phone buzzed again and Hinata hurriedly opened the message, abandoning the blank draft.

**From: Kenma  
>Sub: Re: Re: Re: question<br>**_Received 9:26pm_

_Well it's not particularly weird is it?_

_Just means that you don't think of them as a 'friend' anymore,_

_But rather you think of them as something else._

Hinata tilted his head, puzzled.

**To: Kenma  
>Sub: just tell me alrdy<br>**_Sent 9:27pm_

_wats that suppsed to mean?_

**From: Kenma  
>Sub: Re: just tell me alrdy<br>**_Received 9:27pm_

_It means that you think about them differently._

**To: Kenma  
>Sub: wat!<br>**_Sent 9:28pm_

_but that dsnt anser my q!_

**From: Kenma  
>Sub: Re: wat!<br>**_Recieved 9:30pm_

…

_Fine I'll tell you since you've at least made an effort…_

_It means that your 'friend' is in love with your other 'friend'_

Hinata laughed.

**To: Kenma  
>Sub: Re: Re: wat!<br>**_Sent 9:31pm_

_lol hahahahhaha_

_wat r u saying_

_boys cant date together_

_so wats the real reason_

**From: Kenma  
>Sub: LOVE<br>**_Received 9:32pm_

_Boys huh…_

_So it really is as I thought…_

_Shouyou please do read this message carefully_

_YOU ARE IN LOVE WITH KAGEYAMA_

_L-O-V-E _

_Please can you get that in your head_

* * *

><p>Love? Hinata mouthed the words in silent confirmation, as if he was making sure that that was really what he was reading. After a few minutes of sitting still and slowly processing exactly what he had seen, his cheeks erupted into a bright tomato colour.<p>

If Hinata was red before, he just took it to a whole new level. His face had completely burned up, so much you'd think he was running a high fever and was in urgent need of help. Hinata flung the phone out of his hand and onto his pillow and scooted as far as he could away from it.

No. NO. Not Kageyama! There was NO WAY that he loved him. Not that asshole. Never!

He knew what love was and he was sure it did not apply to Kageyama.

It's not like he wanted to spend all of his time with Kageyama (he already did). It's not like he wanted Kageyama to notice him ("Kageyama! I'm here!"). It's not like he wanted to look at his sweat slicked skin when he played volleyball, the little bit of his stomach that he caught every so often when he jumped or his glinting eyes during his moments of concentration that sent shivers up his spine (good ones). That would be gross.

And he most definitely _did not _want to do the things in the shoujo manga that his sister Natsu had forced him to read like hugging, holding hands, going on dates or even k…kissing.

But Hinata couldn't help but feel the dull pounding within his chest grow faster and stronger. His heart ached for the volleyball he had known and been playing up until a few weeks ago. But that was not all. Although he wanted so much to see all his teammates again and laugh like there was no tomorrow, he couldn't deny that out of all people, he wanted to see Kageyama the most.

But he had already made his resolve, swore to himself that he wouldn't go anywhere _near _the court anymore.

It's already too late, Hinata tried to tell himself. You already wrote that letter, there's already no going back.

He continued repeating the line, desperately trying to convince himself and quell the feelings welling up from within.

Yet it was still so painful.

As much he wanted to, he couldn't just ignore his feelings.

He wanted to see Kageyama back on his feet and playing volleyball again.

He wanted to see Kageyama's pissed off face again even though it was scary, because it would tell him that he was back to normal.

He wanted to hit that special toss meant for him and only him, _one last time._

He wanted to pump his fist into the air knowing that Kageyama would be beside him, doing the same, _just once more._

He wanted Kageyama to tell him that he was _invincible._

_Just once more._

No matter what it took.

_Just one more time._

Even if that meant betraying his resolve.

_Again._

And how could he never have noticed it?

So many times he could've had the chance so why did he never _fucking notice it?_

Why did he never notice that he was _so in love with Kageyama?_

Hinata curled his legs up towards his chest and buried his face into his knees, his soft orange curls splayed across his bare skin. He squeezed his eyes shut and just let the tears flow down, sniffling and squeaking every few seconds as quite as he could because all he wanted was to be alone. And the stream kept flowing, purely and innocently down his small red cheeks.

Because he _knew._

He knew that no matter what he did, no matter how hard he tried, deep down in his heart, hidden in a place that was so hard to reach even his own thoughts didn't know how to get there,

That just _one _more time,

Just one more _singular _moment,

_Would never be enough._

He wanted,

He wished,

He _needed_ it to be

_Forever._

* * *
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* * *

><p>The same black clothed high school students were back the next day, but this time in the morning, to visit Kageyama again. They stood out as much as ever, their black shadows piercing through the bright white. And of course, they earned themselves a fair share of stares that could probably last them quite a while.<p>

But what was different however, was the rather tense atmosphere that hung uncomfortably in the air, causing a few wandering glances from other visitors to quickly turn away to watch something else. After all, no one could forget Daichi's words from yesterday, ringing loud and clear in their eardrums.

"_He's in a very bad condition."_

All of Karasuno placed themselves around the waiting room, lips pursed and fists clenched. Not a word was exchanged amongst them.

When at last a nurse came to lead them to the room, they followed in silent pursuit, holding their breaths and crossing their fingers in their pockets and behind their backs.

* * *

><p>"What's Kageyama's current status!?" Tanaka growled at Dr. Saito with a murderous flash in his eyes, all trace of the previous terse feeling gone without a trace. Nishinoya had the same expression while Sugawara and Daichi tried their best to calm them down with the rest of the team behind them, sitting on the edges of their seats. Dr. Saito however, seemed rather unfazed by this. After all, he had plenty of experience as a doctor and Tanaka most certainly was not the first to react in this manner.<p>

He did look rather conflicted by something else though, and an unreadable expression crossed his face. Everyone's faces in the room instantly fell because that certainly didn't seem like a good thing.

"I think your coach had better tell you," Dr. Saito sighed. "You would probably feel more comfortable that way."

All heads turned toward Ukai, hoping for some good news (which they hoped, wished so hard they would get) who only gave Daichi a simple nod.

Daichi nodded back and cleared his throat, preparing himself for what he was about to say.

"Well, luckily for us, Kageyama will be making a full recovery," he began.

He was met with a room of blank faces and open jaws. Daichi chuckled, pulling the trigger and sending the room into utter chaos.

The room filled with cheers and whoops of joy as everyone celebrated their (short lived) victory until Daichi coughed loudly, signalling the need for silence once again.

"However, if he doesn't wake up in the next couple of days, he will likely undergo surgery which means he will be in hospital for at least another month or two. Only _if _he doesn't wake up." Daichi particularly strained the word 'if'.

Naturally, the two hotheads, Tanaka and Nishinoya immediately went into a state of panic, devising random plans to get Kageyama to wake up at rapid fire, none of which were likely to work.

Asahi began blubbering, coming up with a whole string of possible ways things might turn wrong while Sugawara sternly told him to shut his mouth and stop being so pessimistic.

The rest of the team went into a stunned silence, with the exception of Tsukishima who had already tuned out, concerned only with the fact that Kageyama wouldn't die.

As the prospect of being no longer able to see the freak quick for quite some time slowly settled in, the commotion in the room faded out, leaving behind only grim looks and sour faces.

"Don't worry," Daichi grinned. "Dr. Saito here says that there will be a good chance he will wake up today or tomorrow."

Grim looks and sour faces were replaced with ones of a mix between relief and scepticism.

"He's right," Dr. Saito chipped in.

"B-but didn't you say that he was in a bad condition?" Tanaka stumbled over his words.

"Hmm… well I still can't deny that Kageyama-san was _indeed _in a bad condition. He seems to be a rather remarkable case," Dr. Saito mused, deep in thought.

Tanaka raised his eyebrow in confusion.

"Well I've seen cases like Kageyama-san's a few times before, ones that our medical instruments were unable to really figure out the source of the problem," Dr. Saito continued. "All of them thus far have resulted in surgeries because we needed to look inside in order to figure out what was really happening."

"Wait… d-don't tell me…" Nishinoya murmured.

"Oh no don't worry," Dr. Saito said quickly. "I still believe that Kageyama-san has a high chance of regaining consciousness before surgery is necessary, and that is why I said that his case seems to be different from those I have experienced before."

When blank looks crossed the team's faces rather than understanding, Dr. Saito decided to elaborate further.

"What we've discovered is that many of these cases are related to mental and emotional issues, in other words, people who have recently been experiencing severe mental or emotional strain. Do any of you know whether or not this is true for Kageyama-san?"

A few slow nods answered his question.

"Right. So what happens is that once the severity of the problem reaches a certain point, it causes their immune systems to shut down and can put them into a coma. This is most likely what happened to Kageyama-san. In the end, we have to manually get the immune system up and running again and that is why we need the surgery. Are you still with me?"

More nods.

"However, with Kageyama-san, the unusual thing is that it seems his status had improved greatly just overnight and the only explanation I can come up with was that he was able to experience a lifting of his mental stress, even if it was subconsciously. Did any of you happen to stop by last night before visiting hours ended?"

A silent agreement of _Hinata _rang through the minds of all the members of Karasuno before they shook their heads. Only Sugawara smiled thoughtfully though, which went unnoticed by anyone but Daichi who decided to keep quiet.

"Well that's rather odd. Anyway, hopefully Kageyama-san will be waking up soon, it may very well even be today. If he does, I would like you guys to inform me immediately. There should be a button near the bed that will alert a nurse. I'm sure you won't miss it."

After hearing such contrasting news from yesterday, the boys in the room could not do anything except nod their heads excitedly.

"Enjoy your visit," Dr. Saito smiled.

* * *

><p>Daichi split the team up into the same groups as yesterday the only change being Tsukishima, who had decided not to go in at all.<p>

The first group, now consisting of only Yamaguchi, Narita and Kinoshita, stayed a little longer than last time. Yamaguchi ran out first, calling "Tsukki!" multiple times while running down the corridor, earning him some dirty looks from some other visitors and a "Tch, shut up Yamaguchi," from Tsukishima who was actually waiting for him. He replied with the same "Sorry Tsukki!" and they left the hospital. Narita and Kinoshita followed soon after.

Tanaka and Nishinoya came tumbling in through the entrance yelling "Kageyama! Are you awake yet!?" with a flustered Ennoshita scrambling after them trying to get them to shut up.

"But Chikara, if we're loud enough then maybe he'll get disturbed and wake up!" Nishinoya chirped after Ennoshita tried to tell them why they shouldn't be shouting in a hospital.

Ennoshita groaned. "That's not how it works!" he cried in exasperation.

"Sure it is! Being unconscious just basically means he's asleep right? So loud noises should wake him up!" Tanaka reasoned.

"No! Listen to me!" Ennoshita grumbled, trying to think of something to say that would make them stop. "If you keep shouting, he'll get headaches and be even less likely to wake up!"

They quietened down immediately. Ennoshita mentally patted himself on the back for thinking of that dumb excuse.

But even though Tanaka and Nishinoya weren't making any noise, they were still restless, anxiously pacing up and down the clamped space. After about forty five minutes, they were still fidgeting around.

Ennoshita heaved a sigh. "C'mon let's go, we have to let Sugawara-senpai and the others come in too."

"But what if Kageyama wakes up while we're not here?" Tanaka asks with Nishinoya nodding his head vigorously in agreement.

"What? So you don't trust the third years to take care of him?" Ennoshita huffed. "I thought you would be better than that. I'm disappointed." Ennoshita shook his head in disdain.

Tanaka and Nishinoya took the bait and said that of course they trusted their senpai and how could they ever not? They decided to still remain at the hospital though, so they waited outside the room for their 'trustworthy' senpai to finish up.

"So, Suga," Daichi said, once the third group had filed into the room. "What was that smile earlier all about?"

Sugawara laughed sheepishly. "I guess nothing slips past you."

"Yup so tell me."

"Yesterday I had to go back to the hospital to get my drink bottle that I'd left behind—"

"Wait so are you telling me that _you_ were the stress reliever?" Daichi said astounded. Sure Sugawara was an angel but he didn't think that he and Kageyama were _that_ close.

"No let me finish," Sugawara said, a playful smile forming on his lips and a glint in his eyes. "And guess who I saw there?"

And then it dawned on Daichi. "Wait… don't tell me…?"

"I bumped into Hinata and you should've seen the look on his face! He was red and everything!" Sugawara burst into a fit of giggles. "Even though he said he didn't want to come, Daichi they're practically a match made in heaven!"

"And a troublesome one at that…" Daichi grumbled.

"Eh?" Asahi began. "But aren't you two like that t—" Asahi began before Ukai inconspicuously kicked him in the shin.

Almost in response to the new lively atmosphere, a ruffling of sheets and a soft airy breath sounded from the corner of the room.

Everyone froze. Was that just their imagination?

More rustling and airy breaths confirmed their suspicions. Sugawara didn't hesitate to slam down the button beside the bed.

Soon Dr. Saito and a couple of nurses were rushing into the room along with Tanaka, Nishinoya and Ennoshita and were crowding around the bed.

The hand holding the letter was sluggishly brought upward and wiped a pair of bleary eyes.

"W…where am I?"

* * *
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* * *

><p>Kageyama's eyes flickered open to reveal blurry shapes of colour moving about over him and muffled noises and sounds lined with worry and relief. He blinked wearily, slowly clearing up his vision.<p>

"W-where am I…?" Kageyama barely managed to choke out. His throat felt unbelievably dry, each breath, each swallow, each movement created painful friction as though his throat had been rubbed raw with sandpaper.

A bright yellow ray of light flowed through the polished glass window beside him, soaking him in a comfortable warmth. It reminded him a little of someone. He let his thoughts wonder elsewhere, until they were rudely interrupted by a large shadow casting over him.

Kageyama came face to face with an unknown man and he scrunched up his face in disdain. Who was this man? Then a familiar face popped into view. Sugawara-san? What was he doing here? Rather where was he exactly? No one appeared to have answered his earlier query.

"Kageyama! Are you ok? Do you feel sick anywhere?" Sugawara sputtered.

"Where am I?" Kageyama questioned again.

Surprisingly, it was not Sugawara who had answered, but rather the unknown man wearing what looked like a lab coat.

"Kageyama-san, you are currently at a hospital," Dr. Saito answered. "I am the doctor who has been put in charge of you for your stay here."

Kageyama raised an eyebrow, come to think of it he did recall collapsing and pandemonium in the gym before his mind blanked out.

"H-how long have I been asleep for?" Kageyama asked cautiously.

"Roughly three days."

Three days!? Was he trying to say that he had missed out on volleyball practice for three days straight? This was pathetic. He needed to go back and immediately begin practicing. There was a tournament coming up what was he doing for goodness sake.

Kageyama slowly pushed himself up and off the bed, his arms struggling under the weight, before a strong wave of nausea swept over him, forcing him to collapse back onto the mattress.

"You shouldn't move around too much," Dr. Saito said gently, "we'll keep you in the hospital for another two to three days to allow you to rest. Then you will be free to go. However, we recommend that you do not partake in any physically or mentally straining activities for an additional week."

What was he saying! He had a tournament to prepare for! He needed to practice!

Kageyama pushed himself up again with even more difficulty than earlier. However this time he was pushed back down by Sugawara.

"You heard him," Sugawara warned in his motherly tone. "No volleyball. You're to stay here until you are discharged.

Kageyama fought against Sugawara's grip but in his weakened state, his strength was no match and so he eventually gave up.

"Good," Sugawara smiled. He picked up Hinata's envelope from off the floor where it had fallen in Kageyama's previous struggles.

"Here," Sugawara said grinning, holding out the crumpled letter to Kageyama. "It's a letter from Hinata. You should read it."

Kageyama stared at the plain envelope in his team mate's hand in confusion. He glanced back up and Sugawara and wondered if it was really Hinata who had written it.

Sugawara laughed. "Don't worry, Hinata wrote this of his own accord, I haven't even seen it yet!"

Kageyama warily reached out and took the envelope. Hinata? Letter? That idiot was terrible with words. He had a feeling this was not going to pan out well.

Kageyama tore open the seal and pulled out a rather crumpled sheet of notebook paper. He made a quick scan over its contents and instantly recognized Hinata's messy scrawl of a handwriting. Guess Sugawara wasn't lying after all.

_Dear Kageyama,_

_If you're reading this, that's great! Means you've woken up and maybe you're out of the hospital already! You'll be able to play volleyball again right?_

Dumbass. Kageyama thought. Of course he was going to keep playing volleyball. That goes without saying.

_Listen, I know that recently things weren't exactly going well between us __though it never has been, __and I just wanted to apologize for shouting at you._

_You know, you're actually a really nice person Kageyama and I'm really surprised that I haven't said anything about it before. You've given me so much. Even though I hated your guts so much when we first met __and I still hate them now, __I hate admitting this but you gave me my confidence back._

_You gave me a new way to fight, you opened up the sky for me with that one toss. I always loved the GWAH and PAH feeling that your tosses gave me and I really don't know why I've never thanked you before for it._

Kageyama scoffed. Trust Hinata to use sound effects even in his own writing. It felt really cheesy too. Where was Hinata trying to go with this?

_So thank you. Thank you for everything you've done. For tossing to me, for putting up with me and for just staying with me in general._

_And I'm kinda an asshole aren't I? Not repaying back anything at all. All I'm good for is mooching off you and never giving anything back._

Dumbass, it should be the other way around. Kageyama thought. There were so many things Hinata had given him. Hinata had taught him the very essence of volleyball, how could that ever be nothing? Not to mention that Hinata was probably Kageyama's only friend, not that he would ever admit it of course.

_I regret it so much. Not being able to help you at all. Even the fact that you collapsed was my fault. I don't know if the doctor told you anything about it yet, but there were so many things you were dealing with all at once and I just had to come along and make everything worse._

_So I'm sorry. I'm sorry for ever yelling at you, sorry for ever making you angry. Sorry for everything bad I've done to you._

Kageyama wrinkled his eyebrows. Hinata apologizing? Never. Well at least not when hes in a position where Kageyama couldn't hurt him. This wasn't like him at all. Kageyama didn't like where this was heading.

_Yet you've still put up with me, kept playing volleyball with me, kept making me invincible. And I don't really deserve any of it really. All I've done is chucked what you've given me back at your feet, taking everything for granted._

_Kageyama, I don't _deserve _to play volleyball with you._

No. Hinata was not saying this. There was no way Hinata would write something like this.

_When you get back to school, or maybe you're already back, you'll continue playing volleyball in the Karasuno Men's Volleyball Club. You'll keep making that amazing set for __our __your amazing quick. _

Your? What happened to our? Kageyama's hands were beginning tremble and he struggled to continue reading.

_You'll be amazing like you've always been! I just know it! You'll take the team to Nationals this year for sure! You'll kick the Grand King's ass and knock that Shiratori guy's stupid title off his stupid head! It'll be great!_

You, you, you. Everything was _you. _It was making Kageyama sick. The sentences were becoming erratic and messy like Hinata had been really excited when he was writing the letter. But in Kageyama's retrospect, it all seemed so _forced. _

Kageyama noticed that the ink on the paper was a little smudged for this point on.

_You'll find someone way better than me! Someone who is ten times better! Someone who you don't have to worry about their shitty receives or their weak ass serves. You'll find someone who can do all of those things and also be able to match with you! You won't need me anymore haha! Somehow that makes me feel a little lonely._

_But that's ok because you'll still be fine._

Kageyama's stomach flipped and he felt like puking. No. NO. Kageyama needed Hinata to be by his side. Didn't Hinata say that they would fight on the same stage? What happened to that? What happened to their promise? He wouldn't be fine at all! He didn't care that Hinata's receives sucked and that he served into the back of his head. Kageyama _knew _he wouldn't be able to find someone like Hinata anywhere else in the world. And even if he could, there was no way he would look for them.

Kageyama needed Hinata. No. Hinata can't leave volleyball, can't leave _him._

_Thank you for everything Kageyama. Even if it didn't seem like it, I really enjoyed the time I spent with you. Thank you so much._

_And sorry. Sorry for all the trouble I've caused, sorry for being useless, sorry for breaking our promise._

_Sorry for everything._

_I guess this is goodbye._

_Hinata._

Kageyama stared at the letter in his hand, still processing exactly what he had just read. There was no way right? This must be just some kind of bad joke on Hinata's part right?

Hinata wouldn't leave him. He promised, _promised_ that they would fight on the same stage.

He PROMISED.

But the truth sunk in and wedged itself deep in Kageyama's heart, chilling him to the bone. He felt his throat tighten and his fists tighten, scrunching up the flimsy paper in his hand.

"Kageyama?" Sugawara asked, failing to snap Kageyama from his train of thought.

Where was Hinata going to go after this? Was he going to leave and play another sport? Was he going to become like Asahi-san? No! Hinata had to go to nationals with him! Kageyama wasn't going to let something precious slip away from him again.

"Kageyama?" Sugawara asked again placing his hand on Kageyama's shoulder. "What's wro—"

"NO!" Kageyama growled pushing himself off the bed. "Where's Hinata that fucking dumbass! I'm going to punch some sense into that little—"

"No! Kageyama you have to rest!" Sugawara yelled back, barely keeping Kageyama's sudden outburst down.

Hearing the commotion from outside, Tanaka, Nishinoya and Daichi rushed in.

"Let me see Hinata that fucking idiot! Where is he!?" Kageyama shouted in desperation.

"Help me keep him down guys!" Sugawara hissed.

Tanaka, Nishinoya and Daichi wavered a little, unsure of the situation, but followed Sugawara's command nonetheless.

Kageyama fought and struggled, flailing his arms and legs around, trying to get out from underneath his team mates.

"Let me see Hinata! That fucking dumbass! Let me see that little shit! How dare he do this to me! Let me see him!" Kageyama screamed, over and over again.

The IV drip connected to his left forearm was ripped out and the stand carrying the fluid was knocked over in the scuffle, alarming the nurses who were walking by who also came in to help.

Eventually, Kageyama tired out due to having very low stamina and they managed to pin him down. Dr. Saito asked if he should remain in the room should anything pop up again but Sugawara kindly asked him to leave and give them a little privacy.

Dr. Saito seemed hesitant on possibly risking the chances of Kageyama lashing out again, but decided to leave them to their own devices.

"Hinata… Hinata can't do this…" Kageyama whispered, his voice hoarse and scratchy from his excessive yelling.

Sugawara sighed, scratching his hair. "The letter was about _that _wasn't it?"

Tanaka and Nishinoya tilted their heads, puzzled, but Daichi visibly winced.

"I guess we really should have taken a look at that letter first…" Daichi muttered, shaking his head.

"What are you guys talking about?" Nishinoya questioned with Tanaka earnestly nodding his head beside him.

Sugawara and Daichi exchanged worried looks.

"I suppose they have the right to know," Daichi sighed.

"Ok, I want you guys to listen very carefully to what we're about to say," Sugawara warned. "And that means no interruptions!" he added quickly after seeing the opening mouths of the second years in front of him.

"Hinata…" Daichi began, clearly hesitating. "Hinata… has quit the volleyball club."

It hit Tanaka and Nishinoya like a tonne of bricks. Hinata quitting the club had never occurred as a possibility to them. After all, Hinata loved volleyball much more than they did, perhaps even _too _much.

What kind of miracle could have brought this about? As Tanaka and Nishinoya opened their mouths to ask this very question, Daichi continued speaking, forcing them to shut up.

"He refused to tell us the reason and we couldn't find the heart to keep asking. Sugawara and I, plus Coach Ukai and Takeda-sensei also tried our very best to convince him to stay but in the end, it's his own choice and he still chose to leave."

"How can you say that Daichi-san!" Tanaka cried out, unable to contain his emotions any further. "How could you not care about a member of our club and just let him walk away like this?"

"Of course I would have liked it if he hadn't left!" Daichi snapped, clenching his fists. "But at the end of the day, we are not him! It's not in our place to decide whether or not he stays!"

Tanaka shrank back into his seat, unable to argue back. "But why Hinata? Why?"

Kageyama sat unmoving in the hospital bed, propped up by a few pillows. His head hung limp on his shoulders, his hands gripping the white sheets and the contents of the letter constantly replaying in his head.

The rage from earlier had long since died down and was instead replaced with a bitter sorrow and painful guilt.

_Sorry for all the trouble I've caused, sorry for being useless,_

Hinata just sounded so _hurt. _Kageyama didn't know what Hinata had felt like when he had been writing the letter, but each sentence, each word, each letter was filled with so much pain that Kageyama couldn't even begin to fathom what could have driven Hinata this far.

And there was that.

The fact that Kageyama wasn't able to figure out anything on Hinata's part. He hadn't bothered to check on him when he went missing, hadn't bothered to try and understand why Hinata had gotten so worked up when all Kageyama wanted to do was keep a secret hidden away. He hadn't bothered dealing with the whole mixture of unknown feelings swirling around in his heart.

All Kageyama could picture were Hinata's constant apologies and the tears running onto the paper, smudging the ink.

He wanted, _needed _Hinata to come back. Needed him to play volleyball again. Needed to make him feel better.

_Needed to bring his smile back._

Because what use would a sun be if it wasn't shining?

* * *
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End file.
